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PREFACE. 


In lubniitrin^; a volume of Prxjms to the critical 
i\ihlic, the inexperienced auth<^^#^'an only appeal to 
the generous indulgence of that cver-geiicrouf-;* 
tiilduial. 


The v>''(:nderful Sicilian campaign, which has 


made this departing vear of i86cj one epic poem, 


has I’uggelfc l^ the brief record here offered to the 


reader. 
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Bo^worth & Harrison, 215 Regent Street. 


Lecturesj chiefly on Subj?£ts relating to the life and 

Managtmcnt of Literary and Scientific and Mcchmics'* In- 
ftitutes. By H. Whitehead/ M.A. C*u!-atc of Clapham ; 
T. C. Whitehead, M.A. Incumbent of Gawrntt^ Bucks; 

and W. Driver. Fcap. 8v(>. cloth, 31. 6d. 

* « . « * . 

• “Wc cannot hcfitatc pronounce it oncBof the moft really important 

i.ontribt)ti()ns ever made to Iciencc. ll is full of profound thought anU* 

praftical information.*’ — Literary Gax^ette, • 


o-Sfeeches in Parliament and MiJ^elt^neous IVritingsf 

of the Ute Henry Drummond, EJq. Edited b? Lord Lovaine. 

2 volslSvo. cloth, 21J'. 

“The Speeches, dating from Mr. Drummond’s'eturn to Pdiijimentar\ 
hfc tn 1847, arc brilliant, original, and ^ntirclv unafFeftcJ by ordinarj* pre¬ 
judices and conventionalities. In m.my inftancB they muft havf been bcfici* 
the purpofe of the debate j but they contain Aorc ftriking aplftrifms, more 
pregnant epigrams, more pointed ftatements jr^bftraft truth than the collcc- » 
^'ve eloquence of a dozen minifters andjaaders of oppofition. It might be ex- 
pefted that fo acute ®nd original would prov^le for itfelf a fuitable 

jnode of expreflion j and Mr. Drummond’s language is remarkable for !ts> 
idiom.itic fcliclfv and forct.*'- Knuyday Rc'ideii^ • 
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Some Memorials of Renee of France^ Fuchefs oj 
Ferrara, Second Edition, i vol. crown 6vo. cloth, witJi 
Portrait and Frontifpiece, 6r.. 

“The author evidently been at confidcrahle pains ir^^^hing out 
particulars of her life, and has *uxccuted a I'eleftcd ta/k ^ zealous 

fidelity. TiwfJv 

The Art of Extempore Speaking: Hints for the 

Pulpit, the 'Senate, and the Bar. By M. Bautain, Vicar- 
General and Profcflbr at the ‘■Sorbonne. Second Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 4/. 6 d. ^ * 
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Old Styles's. By Henry Spicer, Efq. Author of 

“ Sights and Sounds,” “ T 1 e Lords of Ellingham,” Sec . 
Poll 3 vo. cloth, 6j. 
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Words,\and held, in its earlier form, a del'crvedly high rank among the con¬ 
tributions to that periodical. Mr. Spicer’s fiyle is the* happieft imitation of Mr. 
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GARIBALBL 


LIVED amongft a race of men who faid, 

“ There is no good beneath the weary fun : 

_ « 

The dead for ever burying the dead, 

Great things for ever doing—never done ; 

All life without one purpofe—without one : 

We, burning the brief candle of our years 
For a dull game we have no flake ujpon. 
Mocking our fouls with adled hopes and fe*ars, 
BliAd puppets dancing to the mufic of the Ij^heres. 
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Garibaldi. 
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“ Not to our own—to mufic that we know not;» 

Not to our own,— no, not our own at heft ; 

j 

Our fouls in other hands we go, or go not. 

Hither or thither, at a ftrange beheft. 

Bettcr the bird that broods upon her neft. 

And quelHons not the inllinct llie obeys,— 

Better the wave with foam upoi» its creiV, 

Whofe changelcfs '-'.urfe the tyrant moonbeam fways. 
Than we who wander blindfold through life’s tracklefs 
ways,— 

3 

“ Which lead us—where ? we know not, only on : 

Or what if death ,be but a fecond birth. 

Making us what we were before the fun 
Lit up for us the ftage of this great earth ? 

Oh, weary drama ! Strife fo little worth, 

In which the hero gains a painted prize, 

Aiid only values it by others’ dearth, 

Fame tomes fo late in anfwcr to his /ighs. 

That ere hj* clafps the lovely (hade, the vidlor dies. 
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4 

‘i Thrice hail, then, to the lotus-flowers of life ! 

t 

Thrice hail, then, to the Moflem’s eafy creed, 

^ % 

Who, fitting on a carpet, fees the ftrife. 

And wonders at the hearts that burn and bleed ! 

Oh, fool, to hold a world’s applaufe thy meed ! 

Oh, fool, to drive, to weep, to do, to dream, 

And perifli failing in fome migh'ty deed ! 

The wife men idly fit bcfide ^#*ftream. 

And laugh to fee the foolifli wreck, the futile fcheme.” 

5 

With words like thefe we wore the long years out. 

So, without faith or hope, the days went by, 

•b 

And in our minds the fhadow men call — Doubt, 

On life and after life fell gloomily. 

That darkened all. They talked of Liberty ! — 

We fncered, and pointed to their hidden chains : 

The loud laugh broke into the fmothered figh ; 

We with falfe pleafures mafked too real pains,— 

Slaves round Life’s chariot-wheels, while P'-jlly held the 
reins. 
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We had the day ftill, and the dark-blue night 

* 

Yet rofe in all her olden rnyfteiy : 

# * 

We had the tracklefs flars, whofe awful light 

Eternity, 

Smiling when earth was chaos. 'Eyranny, 

That fhut men from the things that made their joy, 

_ ' 

Taking life from them to forbid them die, 

Could not, though K“ong, that Infinite deftroy, 

That flione down heaven’s gold on earth’s moft dull alloy. 


Had travelled to us through 
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We heard of Italv, and in that name 

9 ^ 

Still the old witcheny; but the lyre feemed dead 
From which that found of bygone magic came; 
Only the echo lived—the hymn was fled ; 

By all the blood in holy caufes fhed,— 

By the dead hero and the dcathlefs fage,— 
By*every noblq foul in battle fped,— 

By deects that made her palFone facred page. 


We^ in Italit’s name, recalled the Roman’s age. 
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x\nd fhe was dead ! In beauty as of yore, 

Unchanged her lovclincfs—undimmed her fmile, 

t 

Sweet flept the Zephyrs on her fertile fliore,— 

Still waved the vines about Sicilia’s ifle ; 

'I 

And in her lonely grandeur all the while, 

Venice ftill funned her beauties in the fea,-*- 
A purple mirror for each ftatefy pile. 

That crowned her Queen of^^^ely Lombardy,— 

So fair—yet dead in this—no more could ftie be free ! 

9 

We tolled her death-knell in that common phrafe — 

^ • . «i 

No more ! Her Carbonari—where were they ? 

Dead of the fickncfs of their wafted days. 

Her poet-patriot? — Oh, how ftill he lay, 

Low in the Englifti churchyard, far away 
From the loved land whofc fkies illumed his life,— 
Whofe wrongs confumed his heart!, That bright array 
Of eager fouls once btfrning for the ftrife,-^ 

How dwindled by defpair, the prifon, and the tnifp I 
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A thoufaiid noble words her foris had fpoken,— 

A thoufand lovely dreams her Tons had dreamed,— 

A thoufand oaths,— loud, fervent, and yet broken,— 
A thoufand fwords wereflicathed or e’er they gleamed,— 
A thoufand lamps of theories that beamed 
And dietH—and nothing done but this. I'heir woes 
Were doubled by their druggies, fincc it feemed 
Their efforts change^-'mere tyrants into foes. 

When, as of old fome war-god, Garibaldi rofe ! 

11 

We wait for fuch men,— Born of what ? The hour * 
The incarnation of a people’s prayer. 

They come at laft — Invincible ! With power 
Wide as our want, and great as our dcfpair,— 

Born to uphold the burden of our care. 

They come, and we believe, and gather near, 

And'fun ourfelves beneath the forehead, where 
God writes, “ The crown of*Vi6lory is here. 

And where thfls man comes never yet came fear! ” 

i 



Garibaldi, 


1 


iz 


We wait for fuch men—they, like living light, 

f 

Come when the hour is darkeft. It may be, 
I'hcy, with the ftars, ftiine ever, but the night 
Alone reveals their fullcft majefty. 

Then through the darknefs, fuddcnly we fee 
The polc-ftar of our blind and troubled wfiy 
Shining in grand and awful nfyftcry 


Bcck’ning us onward with i^-fhanging ray, 
rill groping through the night we reach a fairer day. 


13 

God had not hid Himfelf from Sicily ! 

The night was not for ever I Xo ! the morn 
Glimmered a fpeck acrofs the lowering fky, 

Half doubted by the eyes fo wan and worn. 

Quite doubted by the tyrant’s fccptic fcorn, 

« 

But not the Icfs the morn ! The ftandard rofe — 
Mope, ftrangc as welcome, beamed on the fonorn; 
The fword took up tite chorus of men’s \^ocs. 

And Sicily’s Deliverer came forth to meet her foes. 
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Her wrongs had been too deep for words, too vile 

» 

For mortal tongue to tell thcii' villany; 

Ills had been heaped on the long-fuffering ifle, 
Which made men traitors, only ftanding by 
Ancf not protcfting Vainft fuch treachery ! 

Hell mi]itant on earth had held its reign 
Here on the fertile t'reafure of the fea, 

With kings for minifters, and human pain 
The holocauft to glut the mailer of the fane. 


*5 

Her children had been (lain in churches— hid, 
Rotting alive behind a palace wall; 

Starved — tortured — all that devils ever did 
Conceive of horror had been a< 5 ted, all 
That in a favage country could befall 

« 

A lonely wretch. Here in a Chriftian land 
Defeds that a Dionyfius might appal 
Were diily done, while all along the ftrand 
Men curfed ^he cruel heart, falfe foul, and ruthicfs hand. 
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The women waited, watching frpm the walls— 
Watching for the Deliversw they ftopd, 

“ Oh! will he anfwer to the voice that calls 
A people’s want pf him acrofs the flood ? 

Above, about us, death and murder brood. 

And none but God and he can help or fav^, 

* t 

Our mafters drown us in our kinfmen’s blood. 
Our lovely ifle is one Italian grave, 

What wonder that wc wait his advent o’er the wavp 



“ Send him, O Lord, oh, fend thy fervant here. 
Our fons' right arms want flren^th in wanting him 
Send him, whofc glance difpels the coward’s fear, 
And puts new life into the feeble limb. 


Death at his fide will lofc his afpe 61 : grim ! 

No longer death, but glory ! Send, oh, fend ! 
Light up the horizon where hope istdim. 

That following the creft that cannot bend 
Sicilia at the Icaft may win a glorious end. 
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“ If not a triumph—let our children die, 

So they but die dcclarin^r they arc free ! 

There have been fuch death-homes in Sicily, 

That fiends in Hell may fickcn as they fee 
Their king outdone in hellifli cruelty j 
There have been horrors hidden from the day. 

So vile — the vile might doubt if they could be ! 

And yet no earthquakes heave the lovely bay, 

No fires from Heaven come down to fwcep the land away.” 


19 

'Fhe women on the walls with carneft eyes 
Looked feaward for the anfwcr to their prayer: 

“ Oh, hear us, 'I'hou, enthroned beyond the Ikies, 
Thou, who alone canft fathom our defpair. 

We confecrate our children young and fair,— 

Our fons, whofe downy checks have yet their bloom. 

So that they track the tyrants to their lair, 

•• 

And by one moment hafte'the day of doom, [tomb.” 
We will nbt grudge the tears that dew our loved ones’ 
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He heard Who hearkens to the d(jfolate, 

He lit the flame that fired the hero’s foul, 
i Until it burned with all his country’s hate 
And fwept carth’s.petty barriers of control,— 
Though o’er his path all Etna’s fires fliould roll 
To ftay the ftep that goeth forth to fave, * 

They would not hold him from the glorious goal ; 
Swiftly he journeys o’er the purjvle wave 

1 , 

'^'o raife Sicilia’s children from their living grave. 


And thus he anfwers them :—“ Italia’s fons, 

Ye glorious remnants of old battlfs fought, 

Your wrongs are mightier than your mailer’s guns, 
United, all things—difunited, nought; — 

Ye need no foreign help, too dearly bought. 

No,—let your children to their children tell 
■ Alone their fathers’ death, or freedon> fought, 
f Alone they conquered, and alone they fell, 

S'heir war-cry this—‘ Italia and Emmanuel T’” 
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They gathered in the ftillnefs of the night, ^ 

They came from all the corners of the land, 

They met and mingled in the ftarry light 
In filent groups upon the ocean ftrand ; 

There were no ftiouts—they had a deed in hand 
Whofe depth of purpofe ftilled the loud acclaim, 
And folemnly they went—that earneft band, 
Heedlefs of fortune, honour, laurels, fame, 

To fight, or fall and die, unknown in Freedom’s name. 

23 

They were of every province, every grade, 

Nobles, phyfftrians, foldiers, artifts,— all. 

The ftudent left his lamp, one left his trade. 

And one his plough, the cobbler left his ftall. 
Where’er free ears had heard Sicilia’s call; 

Each came to do his part, at leaft to die — 

The pooEcft gave a life nor feared to fall — 

Falling acrofs the path to victory, 

Shoutiiig in death “ Emmanuel and Italy ! ” 


4 


For Notes fee end of the Poem. 
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¥ 

There flood upon the beach a goodly throng, 

I'here flocked a hofl on the Sardinian fliore; 

% 

Around the band they came, five thoufand ftrong, 
Strangers, who ne’er had looked on them before,— 
Dear friends, who deemed they ne’er might fee them 
more ; 

They came & watch the brave g(/ forth to bleed. 

To mark the afpcdl that their lead^yr wore, 

Whofe genius never failed in time of need,— 
orth came the thoufands, crying, with,one voi.!e, “ God 
fpeed ! ” 

25 

Men’s minds held nothing elfe—mer\’s hearts were filled 
With but one thought, and beat but to one theme,— 

A loud, impetuous throb, not to be flilled : 

And fome dcfpaired, and called the hero’s dream 
A dream of madnefs,— recklcfs, too, his fcheme. 

A cloud of fear o’erfhades the Turinefe. 

a 

What if he fail ? He fail! Oh ! could they deem 
T hat vicSlory went not with him o’er the fea^ ? — 
fo foon forget Velletri and Varde ? 




H 
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The cruifers watch to keep him from the coaft; 
The die is cafl:—he’s gone !—but will he land ? 
Will Naples cower before that flender hoft, 

And all an army fall ’neath fuch a band ? 

A thouHind volunteers, with fword in hand. 

Some, ftrangers to the foldier’s trade,— will they 
Rear tin; three cohjurs on that hollile ft'and, 

And plant Sardinia’s ftandard in the bay ? 

How will they land ? —They landed in the open day 

27 

Who fays the age of miracles is paft ? 

Who talks of M^trathon—Thermopylae ? 

They by Marfala’s fliore their anchors caft, 
Laughing to fcorn the watchful enemy, 

Whofc vcflels ftudded all that fouthern fea; 

« 

They difembarked beneath the midday Ikies j 
None queftioned them,— the glorious—the free ! 
Thcif very prefence feemed to paralyfe : 
Unchallenged, thus they landed ’neath their foeman’s 



Garibaldi. 
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28 

% 

Throughout the Iflc their coming noifed abroad, 
And ‘‘ Victory and him !” the y:ning men cried. 
The groups of peafants o]i the dufty road, 

The armed Guerillos on the mountain fide, 
Shouted his name, till, echoing o’er the tide. 

That found appalled the Bourbon’s heart of Hone. 
Afar then flew the tidings, fir and wide. 

Till the weak tyrant fliivercd oji h.is throne. 

Every free foul allied againft him — he, alone I 


29 

Alone, with the worft caufe that ever man 

Dared to uphold againft his fellow-men — 

Unpitied, fcorned, beneath Earth’s general ban. 

The world awaiting that bleft moment when 

His foes fliall drive him from his blood-ftained den; 

And rid the infedled land of death and fliame. 

By ridding it of him. Then let him, then, 

6 * 

Deprived of all except his hateful name. 

Drag out his days unfeathed, too pitiful for bltync. 
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i 

A warning to poftcrity — a mark 

« 

For the foors wit—a blot upon his kind — 

^ I 

A vile example ! He who would not hark 

The warning voices—deafer than the wind, 

« 

Than the black night lefs pitying, more blind - 
Let,him be this; or let him be forgot, 

Exculed as mad by crookednefs of mind : 

So with his duft his memory may rot. 

And even Italy’s dark records name him not. 


3 > 

A fecond Dionyfms, with the will. 

But not the po^wer, to work a nation’s woe ; 
Inheriting his father’s thirfl- for ill. 

But not his father’s nerve to ftrike the blow; 
Below the worft of tyrants, far below 
An Agathocles of old time, as one 
*Who midfl: an army feared a Angle foe, 

WRo dared not finifti that he had begun,— 

A woul^-be tyrant, the bafe father’s bafer fon. 



Garibaldi. 


1 


%'?2 

Thus to his foldlcrs doth their leader fpeak:— 

“ Brave Chafleurs of the ^Ips, your niiflion now, 
As ever, is to battle for the weak ; 

I hold no hopes of laurels for each brow. 

Nor promifc fpoils of peaceful homes laid low, 

No rank, no recompenfe rewards the bravC; 

% 

% 

When paft the danger and when dealt the blow, 
You will regain your hearths acrofs the wave. 

But when the battle hour ftrikes, ye rife to favc.” 

33 

The watchfircs blaz-cd upon the heights, and drew 

A fiery femicircle round the bay,' 

Reflected in the ocean’s purple hue. 

Deepening in fplendour with the clofe of day. 

Low in her golden fhell Palermo lay, 

Breathlefs, but hopeful all the waiting land j 

* 

While from the mountain-ranges far«away. 

The armed Sicilians flew to join the band. 

And*- an cledtric thrill ran round their ifland strand. 
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Thus Garibaldi’j name became a link, 

Trapani, Corlcone, fent their Tons-— 

And gathering round that Captain, will they flirink ? 
Though from the^mouths of all .their foemeii’s guns 
Hell thundered on them,—by their little ones, 
Their’devaftated homes, their kindred flain, 

4 ‘ 

V^ile be the portion of the wretch who fhuns 
To lead the headlong charge, to fire the train, 

A«id die lamenting that he cannot die again. 

35 

Forth from Marfala comes the fwelling hoft,'^ 

Faffing Salcrni, down the terraced flope. 

Bold though each foul, the proud lip fpcaks no boaft. 
Though each determined face is lit with hope— 

. They know with thrice their ftrength they have to cope. 
But fhrink not as acrofs the vale they go— 

(Was th is hour in their leader’s horofeope ?} 

Heaven help the free ! I'hey reach the broad plateau, 
^nd face^to face they meet the clofely-ferricd foci 
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Four guns and four battalions there arrayed, 

With Land! for their leader.^ O’er the plain 
Their glittering arms a blinding glory made, 

Down poured their mufketry in fiery rain ; 

The fquadri fliuddering o’er their brothers flain'’^— 

Then rofe the ChafTeurs of the Alps ; — the fiay 

• ^ 

Chilled not their hearts. On, on, they charged, again, 
Againft all odds, beneath the buriflngfky 
^t the fliarp bayonet’s point they drove the foe away. 

37 

A ftudent lad from Pavia, fcarce eighteen. 

Laid firft his hand upon the foemaa’s gun. 

His fouthern nature fired by the feene. 

Proud to do fomething where fo much was done. 

; (Oh, happy mother, calling fuch her fon !) 

Oh, wondrous Leader ! 'neath whofe ftandard rife 
> Men’s fouls above themfelves ! The (Jay is won •, 
Calata Fimi’s triumph greets the fkies, 

And Naples’ walls are plaftered with official lies. 
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And Partcnico faw thefe Regii fly '' 

And rofc as one ftrong man acrofs their way ; 

For here had children felt their cruelty,— 

« * 

Xhefc warriors againft women, ftrojig to flay, 

And murderous hands upon the hclplefs lay. 

Here had they warred upon the feeble, here 
Laid low the head on which the hairs were grey. 
Making their names the fynonyme for fear. 

Now thofe fo long unpitied pitilcfs appear. 

39 

Palermo watched the diftant fignal lights 
As hangs the Parfee o’er the holy fire. 

They flare and flicker on the rugged heights. 

Now mount towards the fkies, or now expire 
In fitful darknefs, and then blazing higher 
Their red glare mingles with the mellow beams 

% 

Of the Mjy moonlight, as it would afpire 
To melt incorporate with thofe purer gleams. 

And kirtdle in Sicilian breafts high hopes and dreams. 
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Loud beat men’s hearts within Palermo’s walls. 
They only ftrike not yet, bacaufc they, wait: 

They wait to hear the well-known bugle calls — 
Wait their Deliverer thundering at the eate 
With the ftrong voice whofc every tone is fate 
“ Oh, come,” they cry, “ free Leader of the* free. 
Come to redeem us ere it be too late ! 

What though the foe is ftrong by land and fea. 
Legions of fliijiing angels watch and fight with thee ! 

41 

Still blazed the fignals, watched by but a few. 

And watched by the deluded foe, ^cy burned, 

Deep crimfon ’gainft the ether’s deeper blue, 

I'hc ftars to which the weary eyelids turned— 

But he—the Leader—where was he ? He fpurned 
T he upland mofles with his chofen band. 

Swift haftening to the fouls that for him yearned, 

O er mountain chains and peaks on which men ftand 
nd ficken looking down. He flew acrofs the land. 
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And rofe at Parco, where the aftonilhed foe 
Beheld him, as by magh, in full force, 

This Bandcllcro, this Diavolo, 

Who with the eagles took his lofty courfe, 

And with the chamois trod the mountain gorfe j 
Again the Regii and the Free engage,— 

Again a treble hoft of foot and horfc 
Turn on the patriot-bands their bootlefs rage, 

And then on peaceful homes their baffled fury wage. 

43 

The chief retired. Some watching that retreat. 
Trembled. Weak hearts ! What, would they, cou’ 
Had he e’er led the way for flying feet ? [they doubt 
Were his the foldiers for paid flaves to rout ? 

« Let the fools lie, and let the boafters fhout, 

Calling defeat a vitSlory. His foes 
Follow his track, Piano’s roads about. 

While o’er the mountains once again he goes, 

P* nd Mifilmeri’s reached or e’er the fun has rofe. 
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Above the ruins of a feudal hall 

Which mouldering ftands upon the mountain’s fide, 

(A caftlc once, now with white limeftone wall, 

A bleaching fkcleton of pcriflied pride), 

There is a plateau ftretching fmooth and wide, 

From whence the traveller looks towards the plain, 
And that long range o’er which tfie fhadows glide, 
Stretching towards TafFarana and fhc main, 

Verofs luxuriant fweeps all green with waving grain. 

45 

Adajeftic riling, fternly, darkly royal. 

There where for ages part its peaki have frowned, 
Cafting long ftiadows on the fertile foil. 

The Gebcl Roflb, o’er the broken ground 
Looks threateningly, with evening funlhine crowned 
A rugged king.—Mazzagna’s pafs is feen 
Like an extinct volcano, while around » 

The vines feftooned in garlands fondly lean 
pon the gloomy olive’s deeper, darker green." 
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Here were they gathered, the Guerillo bands, 

Here weary heads were^pillowcd on a ftone. 

While o’er the tired frame fomc comrade’s hand 
A cloak or fhcepfkin here and there has thrown, 

But this is luxury almoft unknown. 

Four Idnccs and a blanket made a tent, 

I 

To whofe blcft fliade the Sybarites had flown ; 

While fome above a fmoking kettle bent, [Lent. 

Whofe favoury fumes proclaimed thefe foldiers kept no 


47 

Amid a little group the hero ftood, 

Turr, the Hungarian Colonel, ever by 
When danger threatens, or when noble blood 
Is needed in the caufe of Italy; 

Bixio, Carini, they were near, to die 

With the old leader whom they loved fo much j 



With wounded wrift ; one leaning on a crutch — 
mpftrious land that midft thy champions numbers Vuch ! ’ 
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No mercenary cut-throats bribed to flay. 

No blind machines to work a tyrant’s will. 

No bafe-born hirelings in a daftard’s pay, 
Whitc-coat|^ harbingers of death and ill, 

Drunk and infuriate with the blood they fpill: 
Not fuch as thefe — but men of noble foul 
Who hold the fword to fave and hot to kill; 
Who a(k no recompenfe, but to cflroll 
Italia’s proudeft names on Fame’s immortal fcroll ^ 
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They gathered round their Leader. “ Now,” he faid, 
‘‘ The hour has come to ftrike for .Sicily ! 

For one brief coup-de-?uain that will decide 
The fate of all the ifle. The people cry 
To us to give them life and liberty. 

Why fhould we linger ? though our numbers be 
A handful ’gaiiift the foe. We can byt die ! 

1 hink what three hundred did — and why fliould we 
Fear rt> cITay a deed fliall pale Thermopylai ? • 
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They need fmall time for preparation, thefe 

Soldiers of liberty. The tidings run 

* 

Swift through the camp—Hungarians, Genoefe, 

The ChafTeurs of the Alps—each grafp|^his gun. 
Ready for any fate beneath the fun. 

The a\ ant-garde in brave Turkori’s care— 

Clofe following the Sicilians, led by one 
La Maga. Next the Genoefe, and near 
The ChafTeurs of the Alps their far-famed ftandard bear. 

t 

5 * 

Up to the pafs in flender file they go. 

Great cactus hedges border all the way— 

A mountain-gap reveals the feene below. 

The glittering villa walls, the blufhing bay, 

^ Bathed in the l^uty of the dying day.— 

The rugged mountain-peaks for ever red 
a 

Drank in the fun, whofe laft expiring ray 

V 

Dwelt a warm halo on each ftately head, 

Lingering around the loftieft ere it fped. 
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Here might the hounds for ever lofe^their fcent, 

As of famed Enna’s plain thq bards have sung j 

■ 

A thoufand of fpring’s fairefl: blofibms blent 
Into one fragrance, o’er the ifland hung; 

All tenderly the timid flow’rct clung, 

Neftling around the crag, as if it owiicd, 

• . 

A love for the rough bofom whence it fprung, 
Wreathing the breaft whereon the clouds were throned, 
^nd creeping to the bafe by the blue ocean zoned. 
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The echoes of the evening gun had died 

Amidft the mountains. Clear the#moon arofe, 

« 

Flooding with filver all the brown hill-fide, 

A fairy lamp to light them to their foes. 

Wild, rude, and dangerous, was the.way they chofe, 
Across a mountain torrent’s ftony bed ; 

Now in the track of the cafeade it goe^. 

Now o’er great rocky mafles ; but one led 

hat band, who had well-nigh made foldiers df the dead. 



28 




Garibaldi. 


9 


Yr 

And led them on to vicSlory. The men 
Scarce knew their Captains in the doubtful light. 
Singly they went, and only halted when 
They reached the plain below. The quiet night 
Beheld them arrayed there, in gathered jnight; 
Thence to the road, then onward towards the gate,— 
Dawn on the Squadri’s lances glimmers bright, 
Another hour had been perchance too late — 

“ Strike, brothers, on each blow depends a brother’s fate. 

55 

Roufed by the Squadri’s loud evvivas rife 
The guard upon .the bridge, then hot and faft. 

O’er every head the whiftling volley flies ; 

Loud founds the alarm, fhrill peals the trumpet blaft; 
Scathelefs as yet the Band — the road is part — 

Acrofs the torrent bridge the malTes pour— 

Part fire from loopholcd walls, whence (hells are caft - 
Yet few arc wounded, as they hurry o’er, 

Heedlefs of foes behind or ordnance ranged before. 
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'I'urkori, flrft to cro/s the barricade,” 

And gain the town, falls wounded in the knee. 

The avant-garde a furious charge has made 

Along the pathway leading to the fea. 

Driving the foe before them,—’gainft the Free, 

The hireling foldiers of Bombino’s force 

% 

Arc reeds againft a rock, the colours three, 
Sardinia’s eiifign waves, and loud and hoarfc 
Peal the cvvivas as they hold their onward courfe. 

57 

Now paft the cannon’s roar, and hifling balls. 
Within the market-place unharrjqed he ftands,-’— 
Low at his feet a refeued people falls. 

He, the Deliverer, Captain of the bands, 

Whofe deeds go forth to all the wondering lands. 
He, the Avenger, he, their hope, is here; 

I'hey cling around his knees, they clafp his hands. 
Oh, friend ! oh, champion ! never more fhall fear 
Or fiavery approach, with Garibaldi near ! 
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Their Liberator ! Forth the furging crowd 
Pours like an ocean gathering round his feet. 

And he, their centre, gravely, fadly proud. 

Watches the thoufancis rufti from fquare and ftreet. 
With but a look the conqueror to greet. 

The conqueror of tyranny—the foe. 

Who with a hundred, can a legion meet, 

Whofe fingle arni can lay the oppreflbr low. 

And crulh a dynafty with one decifive blow. 

59 

Guerillo ! Bandit!—they have called him thefe, 

The nations ftanding by to watch him fail 
Or triumph friendlefs. Over all the feas 
Goes forth the record of his work. Then, hail ! 
Hail for the man for whom hope feemed fo frail. 

The fober called him mad—now loud and long 
Men’s paeans for the glory that may pale 
The days of Chivalr)'^, the deeds of fong; 

All hail tc; him, the brave, the dauntlefs, and the ftrong 
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And ftrong by what ? By iiumbers or by arms ? 

Strong by the aid of a full treafury ? 

By hope of gain, which many a bofom warms, 
Tempting the foldicr on to do and die. 

For fome fair glittering bauble feeming nigh ? 

Strong by fuch things as thefe ?—no, ftrong in' faith, 

In boundlefs love for trampled Italy, 

In finglenefs of purpofe, ftrong as death, 

XVhat cared he for applaufe from man’s moft fickle breath ? 

I 

61 

He was no adlor on a petty ftage. 

No gladiator fighting for a prize, ^ 

No paid deftroyer fimulating rage. 

Urged on by the fpcdlators’ eager cries.— 

His ftage the earth, his audience in the fkics. 

And for the world—what though the thumbs go down ? 
He failing to fet free the Sicilies, 

I 

What though the umpire ftiould withhold the crown, 
he ca'ufe which he believes in is its own rencAvn. 
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Oh ! we who cry ctti bono^ let us own 
Thefe arc Earth’s great ones—thefe who can — 
Men who have died on feeing overthrown [believe 
Some noble work they lived but to achieve,— 

Who in all dreams one changelefs purpofe weave, 
Born to redeem the land that gave them birth — 

Men who an age of daftards will retrieve 
With one immortal deed,—who hold it worth 
One carneft life to break the chains of all the Earth ! 

63 

Wc, the fpeifators,—we, who dropping back 
Bet on the race we have not ftrength to run — 

We, who abjure the torture and the rack 
Which wait on thofe who in that race have won,— 
We, liftlefs idlers, weary of the fun,— 

We, who with epigrams afi'ailuhc fkics, 

I 

And trifle round the queftions which we fhun 
To afk or anfwer;—we—arc we the wife ? 

Or he who dreams and hopes, who loves,believes, aiid dies 
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Still the {hme climax,— Death alijee to all. 

Be ftrong, achieve, O Warrior ! whjlc ye may. 
Or cre the pitcher by the fountain fall. 

While yet the fun has his familiar ray, 

While yet the flarry night fiiccccds the day. 

Ere God reclaim the fpirit which He gave, 

To light the periftiing and feeble clay. 

Death, hold ye back awliile,— he comes to fave — 
^ale hoTe and paler rider, fpare the true and brave 

65 

Yet hold aloof, and pafs by him as one 
n['hou dar’ft not touch ; who, marvellous as great. 
Has yet a work that muft and fliall be done. 
However htr the end — however late 
The day of perfe<Sl: triumph. He is Fate, 

Italia, Union, Glory, Freedom, Life: 

Extin£lion of a race beneath men*s hfite, 

The future with all hopeful vifions rife. 

All hang on him who leads and glorifies the ftrife. 

D 
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O coming dav, forc-fhadowed to the eyes 
Of all who love the -cities of their birth, 

When from her fcattcrcd aft\es fhall arife 
The undivided glory of the earth,— 

Her voice regaining all its olden worth. 

Her influence extended through the world. 

Her vine-clad hills and valleys loud with mirth. 

On every fea one facred flag unfurled. 

And to their native Chaos all her tyrants hurled, 

67 

Ere noon Palermo is well-nigh their own ; 

Then pours tl e vengeance of the pitilcfs, 

And the weak hand whofe power to hold hath gone, 
Knows dill it hath the power to opprefs. 

And to the laft will ufe it. Loud diftrefs. 

The wail of dcfolatcd homes, the cry 
Of thofe whofe hearths arc as a wilderncfs 

Of ruin and deftruilion, greet the fky, 

•» ^ 

While wounded women feek a fpot where they may dii 
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Oh, mercilefs ! was it not brave to wreak 
The maddened hate of thjp malignant, foul. 

With weak and foolifti vengeance on the weak ?— 
Thou couldft deftroy, though powerlefs to control. 
Over the lovely town thy thunders roll, 

Thy cannons rain deftruftijon upon all. 

Through ruined Ifreets War’s dreadful toefins toll, 
The red-hot fliells all'ail the fhattered wall, 

And ftill on Garibaldi’s name the dying call. 

69 

And feeing what thou art, his flicltcring arm 

I'akes a new ftrength to fet the tvrctchcd free. 

Thou harbinger of deatli and every harm, 

’Twere fomcthijig to have freed mankind of thee } 

There, in thy lovely lair befide the fca. 

Which thou haft made a charnel-houfe, there yet 

An awful day of reckoning fhall be,— 

Then fhalt thou fee the free-born nations met, 

• • 

And the wide world in one array againft thee fet. 
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Over the broker-roofs, the fliivercd walls, 

Shrouding the fhroudlef> dead, all mournfully 
The dulky fhadowed fouthern twilight falls. 

And the low fun’s laft lino-erino; o-lorics die. 

O O 

There, where a fountain babbles to the fky,” 

There Garibaldi fleeps. or refls, for deep 
Falls feldom on that grave and carneft eye j 
His dreams are trances more than dreams, fo deep 
The thoughts which haunt him in each night-watch he 
doth keep. 

Through the Italian evening foftlv beams. 

By every cafemetit a low feeble ftar. 

Dim as the doubtful glories of our dreams. 

And tremuloufly glittering; while afar 
Lamps Ihimmer flender as ff»mc cryftal fpar, 

While through clear ether blazing Hiclls ftill rufh. 
And beautify the fccne they cannot mar— 

Loud joy-bells on the evening breezes gulh, 
iind faved Palermo mocks the tyrant’s power to crufh. 



Garibaldi. 


37 


•72 

Morn breaks above the fleeplefs town. The cries 
Of liberated prifoners,—Ipft to rot 
In dungeons ’neath the Bourbon’s rule,—arife 
To teftify againll the tyrant. What! 

Can iv be thus, men free, and chains arc not ? 

The [)rifi>n-doors break down before the m'ob j 
Men whom their fellow-men had half forgot 
Kmbracc their altered children.* Who would rob 
The General’s heart of one exultant throb ? 

73 

This fun that gilds the ruined ftrects is not 
As other funs,— it fhines upon the free ! 

New lovelincfs adorns the lovelieft fpot, 

The changing cloud, the opal-tinted fea. 

The v/aving vine, the ftieltering olive-tree. 

All, all are fairer, the blue heavens fmile 
New Ikies upon a new-born Sicily, 

Sardinia’s colours creft each ftately pile, 

An^ Freedom reigns in the regenerated Ifle! 
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AnJ men may breathe,—aye, even think andfpeak! 
Oh, wondrous ftrange !, and can fuch things be true ? 
Can there be kings who trample not the weak. 

Nor ftain with murder their imperial blue ?— 

Kings men may truft, nor live that truft to rue,— 
Kings who rejoice not in the blood they Ipill, 

f 

Kings yet not butchers, who in all they do 
Confult the fubjec^ts whom they love, and ftill 

Bear in their own free breafts a free-born people’s will ? 

^ • 

t 

t 
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King of the prifoners ! fcarce one little year 
Since thou wert new to the Sicilian throne. 

To thee the eyes long dimmed with many a tear. 
Were turned as to the dawn. 7 'be tyrant gone. 

The future was before thee. Thou, alone. 

With power to tread the path thyfelf fhouldft choofe, 
Oh, rifing fti^r! how mighteft thou have flione,— 
How mighteft thou have fet the prifoners loofe, 

And with thy power redeemed that power’s bygone abufe! 
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It was fo cafy for thee. Thou wert young, 

And ftiouldft he pitiful, and might be lcin 5 . 

How hopefully on thee the wretched hung, 

() bafe, O heartlefs, pitilcfs, and blind, 

() fiivcn over to the infcnfiitc mind ! 

O 

Couldft thou not fee the courfe that feemed fo*plain, 
Know’lf thou the golden crown thou haft reftgned ? 
Thou who difdaineli: o’er the free to reign. 

And dcem’ft thy higheft blifs thy trampled people’s pain. 

77 

If thou hadft had one fpark of mercy, thou. 

Succeeding one fo truly mercilefs, ^ 

Thou might’ft have won men’s warmeft love ; and now. 
So haft thou revelled in thy kind’s diftrefs, 

So haft thou loved to torture and opprefs, 
riiy very father is preferred to thee, 

As not the worft. His direft foes con^fefs 
1 hou haft furpafled e’en him in villany, 

I’aling^iis blackcft deeds by blacker treachery 
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Stayed in the very torrent of fuccefs, 

7'he General grants the foe an ariniftice. 

to % 

% 

What! Lanza and his compeers ! they confefs. 

They come to him, the bandit, crying, “ Peace ! 

Let the humiliating ftruggle ccafc— 

We have but numbers, cannon, force, and might. 

An army which we every hour increafe 
Gathering in ftrehgth to crufli thee. Thou liaft right, 
And menwhofe hearts are in the caufc for which they fight.’’ 

A 

79 

Oh, wonder-working hero ! thou haft fwept 
An army from tl^y path as fweeps the blaft 
The leaves that check its courfe, and thou haft ftept 
Forth from the chaos of the troubled paft. 

Gathered thy little band, thy gauntlet caft 
In the pale tyrant’s teeth ; and in the field 
Spell-bound hy thine old preftige, feared, aghaft, 
Divifions crumble, the trained captains yield, 

^nd leave*the people thine to favc, to rule, to ftiidd. 
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'J'hcn Garibaldi rc-colleds his force, 

Difcards the ufelcfs, and arrays the brave. 

AVith Hender arms that fuit the mountain cuurfe 
O’er which their path will lead them by the waw, 

Oil to Meflina. Little do they crave 

'fd lit them for the war—thefc Spartans hold* 

• • 

Ilardfliip and famine in contempt—they have 
Small need of heavy knapfacks, rec*klefs, bold, 

\s they who fought by Ariftomencs of old. 

81 

He has no need to ftrike upon the ground, 

His ftandard is the centre of the ifle. 

New foldiers gathering every hour around, 

Catch valour from the luftre of his fmile. 

And truth from thofc proud eyes that know not guile, 
And make themfclves his flaves. What art is this ? 
What cunning power or what enchanter’s wile^ 
Which wins each heart until it beats as his ? 

^nd thfe worft death for him feems but a foldief’s blifs ! 
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The genius of the captain, in whofe breaft 
Beats t^le wide heart of nations, not of man. 
Who feels each hope that animates the reft. 
Fulfils what others only dream,— who can 
Breathe in one word a trodden people’s ban 
And make that word a thunderbolt. Who dares 
What without him a thoufand ne’er began — 
Whofe flcepleVs cars can hear a nation’s prayers, 
And fathom all their woes, and pity all their cares. 


8 ^ 

“ The Wafhington of Italy ! ” Ah, well 

He chofe thy name, who called thee, hero ! fo 

( 

Like his, thy deeds are fuch that thofc who tell 
Of thee or him fpeak poetry, nor know 
How to find words which do not fall below 
Thy deeds, as other deeds do fall. 7'hou art! 
Why ftiould we wonder why thou art, although 
Thou art fo wonderful ? It is thy part 
To be the living anfwer to each anxious heart.* 



Garibaldi, 


43 


Above man — as an inftrument of God— 

A Mofes to tlicfe children of defpair. 

Leading them through tempcduous deeps dry-fliod ; 
Haftc, Champion, to that fhore fo lovely fair 
'Diat wants alone thy flandard on the air 
'Lo make its pcrfe61: lovehnefs fublime. 

Onward, immortal one ! "f'hc Tword ye bear 
Is not for reft,— through life’s d(?parting prime 
I'hou with eternal glory vanquifhcft dull Time. 
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Thou teftifieft God’s unfailing truth. 

Thou, coming to us in our hour of need — 

Thy humble birth, thy unregarded youth. 

Thy ftiipwrecked comrades faved. Each daring deed 
An embryo hero’s ! With how little heed 
The loud world pafled thee by, unheard thy name, 
Till, lo ! the chains are loofed, the flaycs are freed, 
The days of all the Caefars put to fhame, 

^nd Earth refounding with the thunder of thy name. 
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They go, the troops of Francis j ere they part, 

\ 

O’er cvely roof Sardinia’s colours float; 

r 

The church, the convent towers, the palace, mart, 
The caftle walls, the fifherman’s frail boat, 

All have their enfigns, while from every throat 
Swells the loud welcome of the refeued feven, 

And fome few murmurs in the crowd devote 
That parting fofee to — anywhere but Kcaven ; 

They go—the white fails fpread—and all our chalits arc 
riven. 

87 

The prifoners meet their friends,’^ Oh, wildly glad 
They gather round thefe loved ones, nearly loft, 

And all the city, as one man gone mad, 

Shrieks its farewell to that departed hoft. 

And will rejoice although forbade to boaft. 

From every cafement women throw down flowers. 
The very air is thick with blofl'oms toft 
About the prifoners’ heads—the ftreets are bowers. 
And the free foldiers march beneath the fragrant fhower 
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AnJ he, their faviour, clafps them to»hls br'/iaft, 

Thefe feven. Folded to that noble heart, 

Arc they or he the moft entirely bleft ? 

Up to the General’s eyes unbidden ftart 
The tears he cannot check. His lips juft part, 

But will not form the words tljat he would fpeak. 

This —jofeph Garibaldi’s only art 
Refide which C.Tliir’s genius had been weak; 
is heart is theirs, with theirs muft beat, with theirs miift 
break. 

89 

Happy Palermo ! glancing fnmt thy ftiore, 

Look to the other Sicily, where lie • 

Fhe prifoners, waiting—waiting evermore 
T he looked-for trial—in their agony 
Waiting man’s mercy to permit them die. 

Look to fair Naples, where the high-born rot 
In ftony vaults, deep hidden from the Iky— 

Thy very lovelinefs earth’s foulcft fpot, 

^Tilc crowded dungeons undermine thy lov,elieft fpot. 
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Oh, Niiij^es ! thou haft been thy children’s grave, 
Italia’s chacnel-houfe ! Thy kings have reigned 
O’er gaolers and their victims — while the brave 
Caught terror in thy precincts, and reftrained 
Each word that fpokc of freedom. Thought enchained. 
Dwindled and ftirunk, dwarfed by thy fatal air. 

Thy wifeft fled. The wretches who remained 
Sank in a deathlike torpor of defpair, 

Lpfing the very memory of what once they were. 

9 * 

Thought was forbidden. Men who walked abroad 
Glanced round ♦'o fee the fpy that fkulked behind ; 
I'he ruftling trees ujjon the dufty road 
Had ears and could betray—the wandering wind 
Seemed as the reft, a traitor. Till the mind 
’ Grew mad from brooding thoughts it gave not breath, 
And none could truft his brother, but might find 

His hearth a neft of fcorpions, and beneath 

•• , 

The facred roof of home the plotters of his death. 
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'This is thy paft, O Naples ! Caijft thot’/ rife, 

And from fuch aflics phcenix-likc afcc/jicf, 

Ruftling thy re-plumcd wings athwart the fkics, 
]5ird of great promife ? Can thy furrows end ? 

Can man from memory’s book thofe pages rend 
'Diat tell of what thou haft been, and 
And dream of peace within thy walls, and bend 
T he knee before thy king, whofe robes are wet 
^Vilh the life-blood of all thy martyrs dripping yet ? 

93 

Can men forget ? Can they return and fay, 

‘‘We triift thee, Sovereign; blotted be the paft. 

It was — it is not. Welcome to the day 
^’hat breaks on night’s black terror at the laft. 

We will forget thofe dungeons where were caft 
Our nobleft countrymen. We will crafe 
T he memory of the blood that flowed fo faft, , 
(This was our grave and not our dwelling-place) 
And bafk in this new funfliine of unlooked-for grace. 
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“ Nay, ^ore. T,Fe will believe thee ! Though thy fire 
And all thy,.race have held their oaths as air, 

We will believe thou hold’fl: thine honour higher. 
And that thefc promifes, fo new and fair. 

Will be regarded ;— though to our defpair 
We trufted him,— in thee we ftlll will trui} ; 

Nay, we will fay it was thy people’s prayer, 

t 

And no bafe terror ffayed thy cruel luft. 

Making thee wondrous kijid when trampled in the dull 

95 

“ We’ll look for purple grapes upon the thorn. 

For figs from thiftlcs, and for truth from thee ; 
Though all the world fhould hold thee up to fcorn, 
Wc will believe, and thou, O King, fhall be 
The guardian, not the murderer, of the free. 

The prifons (hall be clofed, and thou fhalt tread 
No.more ai)ove the wretched, nor fhalt fee 
Thy ftiadowy victims hovering round thy bed, 
..Colouring thy llumbers with the blood that thou haft fhed 
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A^'lcffina ft ill remained unto the fo« ; ' 

And gathered there, in concentrated force, 

Bofeo awaited the deciftvc blow 

7'hat fliould reveal the Liberator’s courfe. 

Here were collected troops of foot and horfe, 
Artilleiy and Riflemen, and^ffill 
They hold Melazzo ; while o’er mountain gorfe 
(3’er dnfty winding roads, o’er peak and hill. 
Approach the bands united by one common wilj^ 
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All Europe ftanding by to watch the ftrife. 
Feared to foretell its ilTue,—“ C^n it be 
Fhis new-born freedom will have fo much life 
As to furvive a fummer ; (hall we fee 
It fade, this brief exotic Liberty ? 

Is this loud triumph only an endeavour ? 

Or fliall thefc fometime flaves indeed "be free*^ 
And was that charge by the “^I'icino’s river 
But the prophetic grandeur of a great for-ever ? ” 
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'I'imc oW^ anfwers queftions fuch as thcfc. 

Oh, fair Itjfiia ! men have called thee dead, 

A lovely corpfe entombed amid thy Teas ; 

'Fhy morning glories, thy noo.n fplcndours fled. 

Thy fun gone down, and o’er thee only fheJ 
Memory’s cold moonjight. Wliy fhould tliis be for 
Have all the hofts that all thy heroes led 
Left not one drop of blood ? Art thou fo low 
'Fhou_canft not count one honeft arm to flrike the blov, 
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That fhall achieve thy refurrcdlion ?—not 

One arm to ftrlke for Freedom ? I'hus they cried 

Who faw thee filcnt. Hadft thou then forgot. 

And wert content unhonoured to abide ? 


Could ft thou indifferent ftand, and watch the tide 
That, ebbing paft thee, bore thy pride away ? 
01>! blind dull World, fo eager to decide 


On that thou Icnoweft not! 'Fhe feeming clay 
Holds yet eternal Freedom’s anihiating ray. 
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Aucl fliall arifc and cry aloud, “ I»live ! * 

1 flcpt, it may be, while the others flfovc. 

And pafleJ me in the race. All earth could give. 
She gave to me ; fhe fet my throne above 
I'hc wondering nations, powerful to move ^ 

'rhe wide world with my r^eptre’s carelefs wave. 
Mine the rich dower of beauty, wealth, and love, 
Cicnius my offspring, every art my (lave, 
Impcrilhable, 1 arife from out my grave;— ^ « 

lOI 

“ And here reclaim my long-abandoned place. 
Reftore to me the glories that art* mine. 

And let my fons’ regenerated race— 

As once their anceftors—in deeds outlhiiie 
All other nations. I./et them once more twine 
fame’s deathlcfs garland round Italia's brow. 
While purified by fufferiiig, more divine • 

1 han in her proudeft day, the world fhalljiow. 
And own f h e never yet was half fo fair a^ now. 
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Her beaMy ftiaU be unii>n ! Lovely ! One ! 

« 

Her fcatterAl laurels bound into one wreath, 

Her parted ftars in one immortal fun, 

Her myriad voices in one mighty breath. 

Her many creeds in one devoted faith ! 

This—this fhall be her concentrated might. 

This her new life, that from the realms of death 
And darlcncfs fliall uplift her to the light ! 

Her trampled ftates for triumph need but to unite. 
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And thou, Emmanuel, be our warrior King; 

So mighty is thy miffion, thou fliouldfl: rife 
To grandeur more than mortal ! Thou didft bring 
Hope with thine advent. On thee Europe’s eyes 
Are turned to worfliip, pity, or defpife ;— 

We afk fo much from greatnefs; do not fhake 
The world/s faith in thee ! Fearlefs, true, and wife. 
Hold the bright courfe it was thine own to take, 

. And ere thou bend’ft thy feeptre, let that feeptre break. 
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Be that thou halt been,—be thyfclf^lone ! * 

Not great on fufFerance ; let no other hufid 
I Jold the foundations of Sardinia’s throne, 

Now, willing it to totter, now to ftand, 

I'hou viceroy, and not monarch of the land. 

Let none fupport thy fplendour, nor declare 

• • 

I'hine Empire built upon the fliifting land 
Of great allies —who, where they help muft ftiare. 
And only let thee hold what their ftrong grafp can fpare. 
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July beheld Sicilia’s llruggle end 
in glory at Melazzo. Here the foe 
Were gathered. Here had Bofeo fworn to fend 
Medici’s columns where the waves ftiould flow 
Above the patriots’ heads, and level low 
Rebellious Barcellona’s fhattered wall.** 

Here Garibaldi ftruck the final blow, 

Red the free troops collefted by his call, 
kJid haftened the vaft climax of the tyrant’s fafl. 
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Thero»had bepn brief encounters ere they met 
On that'grcat day that ended the campaign j 
The foe had charged Medici, the fun fet 
And faw them try to take the flopes in vain ; 
Againft all force, his columns could maintain 

I ^ 

Their General’s pofition. Tidings flew 
Telling the (trife—the number of the flain — 
And in Palermo the Didiator knew 
Melazzo’s work remained for him alone to doJ-’ 
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This is the infpiration of the great. 

The inborn refolution of the flrrong, 

I 

That fets a man abreafl: with paufelefs Fate— 
P'ar, far before the undecided throng 
That halt to dream and ponder on a wrong 
Before they flrrike to right it. Like the fun. 

He holds, his courfc, nor weighs his purpofc long 
To paufe is half to fail. Great works begun 
Can krlow no refting-placc until the work be done. 
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And he is with them ! Viclory with him 
Hath fped acrofs the mountains and is h<y^— 


Here, where the foe arc gathered, and where grim 

Me!a///-o’s citade] o’er plain and mere 

Frowns on their (lender columns. He is near! 

Vvhat though Medina’s ftrength, but half tonfcft, 

(^utnuml)ers theirs fix-fold? 'J'hey proudly rear 

His (hindard, and await the comin^teft 

hat (hall declare if they or royal (laves be beft, 
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On the free battle-field. The fummer morn 
Peeps o’er the mountain-tops. The dewy fod 
1 rembles with flowers, lonely, not forlorn. 

In folitudes where men have fcldom trod. 

And where the (lender ftems, dew-laden, nod— 
Kifling their fhadows. Drifting o’er the fea, 

I he fun comes forth from ocean as a God ; 

• ' 

Wrapped in fea-robes of regal purple, he 

omes from the rippling deep to ftiine o'er mount and lea 
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And IS it well to ftain the tender grafs 
And drowi^thc flowers in blood, and hand to hand 
Die, rolled together in the inountain-pafs 
In hate’s lafl: wild embrace ? Is this free band. 

Here met to fall or to maintain its ftand, 

A troop of martyr-heroes ? Surely, yes. 

Think of the horrors of this tortured land ! 

Think ! yefterday they were ! And then confefs. 

Ye who cry “ Peace ! ” no true-born men could well df 
iefs, 

111 

Than thefe men have done. Let the morning fhine, 
This is no fhamc the orb of day doth fee ! 

He never yet beheld men more divine 
Than when they die to fet thtir brothers free. 

Has he not looked on hopelefs mifery ? 

And fmiles he not on thofe who would redeem 
The forrows of their fillers ? What! lhall he, 

Who Ihone on Marathon, withhold his beam 

% 

From thefe whofe deeds recall that old and hallowed dream ' 
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Where by Mclazzo many roads arc met 

• • 

And form one centre, had the foe arni^ed 
His forces. There his riflemen were fet 
In gardens covered by the olive’s fhade, 

And trailing vines whofe verdant garlands made 
An ambufh whence they fcattcred death unfcen- 
Divided here, the guns, upon w'liofc aid 
Bofeo relied for victory, betweei^ 

The loopholed walls peeped from the foliage green. 

Here, ftrong in a concentric battle-ground. 

The foe was gathered. Then Sicilia’s might. 
Half formed of pcafants from the country round. 
And their free leaders, met beneath the light. 
And fet thcmfelves in order for the fight. 

The left by Malcnchini led — a band 

Tufcans and recruits. Then on the right. 
At Arelis, Fabrizo took his ftand, 

^hile Malenchini fkirted by the ocean ftrar»d.‘^’ 
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AdvWncing on Mclazzo’s guarded town, 

* 

Xhe centre, by Pvledici marflialled, bent 
Its way to meet the right, ftill bearing down 
Upon Mclazzo. Santa imeia fent 
One more battalion, while from Miri went 
Me^liciV. brave Lombardian troops j thus they 
Went forth to meet their enemies, content 
To die to fweh the glory of the day. 

And from his latefl; ftrongholds drive the foe away. 

• j 


”5 

But ere they parted, thus their leader’s heart 
Burft forth into the mufic of the feene; 

And with that unpremeditated art. 

Which in fuch natures ever fleeps ferene. 
Cradling the poet ’neath the warrior’s mien, 

He wove the glorious moment in a fong, 

Whofe clear notes rang the open ranks between j 
Fufing new ardour in the ardent throng 
Until tke ftrongeft there felt more than ever ftrong: 
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“ Defcendants of the*Roman age ! 

Your foes fhall fly before your rage. 

Since God is with the war ye wag'/ 

For life and liberty. 

He, ’neath the thunder of whofe breath, 
Kre Ifrael’s fword had left its fhcath, 

The fierce Afl'yrian funk in death, ' 

Shall fight and watch for ye. 

“ Then by that pafr whofe days arc flown. 
By that fair future all your own. 

By yonder Defpot’s falling throne, 

Italia fliall be free ! 

By all your kinfmen foully flain. 

By every tortured prifoner’s*pain. 

By every vow believed in vain. 

Onward for victory ! 

“ Your fliivered chains re-forged fhall make 
The Iwords which other chains fhall break 
. Your concentrated might fhall fhake . 

The tyrant from his throni^ 



6o 


9 


Garibaldi. 


The land your G6d hath made fo fair, 
\He made not for the foe to fhare, 

Aj^d will not yc fome danger dare 

'I'o claim and keep your own ? 

“ But fhoulJ there live amidft thy fons, 

" One traitor who the conflidl fhuns, 

/ 

t 

One wretch who fears the foeman’s guns, 
1^0 foldicr (hall he be. 

Leave him his diftaff! Let him fly 
From thofe who flrrike for Italy, 

And hold it little lofs to die, 

So that they perifli free. 

“ Sleepers, awake ! Show other lands. 

The Roman fword within your hands 
Can ring old muflc round your ftrands. 

As when the eagles fpread 
Their wings above the Eaftern dome, 
O’er Afric’s fands, o’er Britain’s home, 
„Till all the world was only — Rome! 

And they have called ye dead. 



Garibaldi. 


6i 


Thefe conquerors Af yefterday, 

O’er whom thine Emperors held fway^ 
Dcfpifing their barbaric prey. 

In centuries gone by. 

Oh, fons of glory, rife ! Once more 
Be what ye were in days of yore. 

And from the mountain to the fliore 

• 4 

Re-conquer Italy ! ” 
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At dawn the columns flatted, and ere long'" 

I he carlieft fhots were heard. Upon the beach 
The foe’ s artillery poured amid the throng 
With terrible effc£I. Within the reach 
Of cannon mouths that peeped through every breach 
In the long garden walls, the troops advanced 
And gained the gardens, where each, hid*from each— 
ighting with phantom foes whofe bullets glanced 
roni out their leafy cover—ftruck where’er Jie chanced. 
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And li4', the L^eader, where was he ? Where’er 
The fighNwas thickeft and the danger moft; 


Where’er there was fome rccklefs chance to dare, 
Some peril part all perils, which might coft 
His life who (hould efl’ay it—here the hoft 

Was* led* by Ciaribaldi! He was not 

• • 

In one place, but a hundred places—loft 
Now for an inf?ant—rifing on fome fpot [fhot 

Where none looked to behold him, ’neath the ftorms o 
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He was the fpirit of the fight, although 
Medici’s orders marfluilled all the men. 

t 

His was the foul that prompted every blow ; 

He was amid ft the battling centre, when 
The tidings came the left was threatened, then 
Taking the foie referve, in the command 
Of Colonal Dunne, he flew to turn again 
The tide of victory—and with this fmall band, 
Half En^lifti, half Italian, fought them hand to hand. 
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Onward they hurried, though the ^rannoniwept 
The road before them — firft to crofs me wall 


An Englifli Tailor through the melee ftept 
And feized a gun; when rofc the frantic call, 
^^Tofe found the younger troop;-, could Ifill appal, 
“ Cavalry! Cavalry ! ” ^'hey fpring afide 
Opening the way, where, trampling over all, 

'Ehe ChalTeurs a Cheval in triumph ride, 

(\nd threaten once again to fteni the battle’s tide. 
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Sabring to right and left, they tried to gain 
The gun and to recapture it. TJien rofe. 
Recovering, the infantry—and vain 
I he wafted efforts of their mounted foes ; 
Thick fell on either fide the clanging blows 
Emptying the faddles. Few remained to fly 
After that rapid conflict’s bloody clofe*; 

T hofc. Garibaldi met on foot, none nigh 
Save MifTori, to fhare the hard-won viclo|;y. 
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Alone^'with fword in hand, acrofs the way 
He flung Tiimfclfi there where the Chafleurs rode— 
Holding the flying chargers all at bay, 

Defpite their frenzied rider’s frantic goad ; 

Ere well MifTori could his piffols load, 

« 9 

He bade the foe furrender — but in vain ; 

In fierce defiance of each warlike code 

The captain ftruck at him — he feized the rein. 

And parrying clove the traitor’s crefted helm in twain. 
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With one more effort of his conquering arm — 
Miffori flew the others, and fo brief 
The fanguinary contefl, no alarm 
Spread through the ranks, although awhile their chief 
Stood in fuch peril. One more laurel leaf 
* Was gathered here to grace his laden brow j 
But who fliall doubt there fell a fliade of grief 
E’en o’er this vi<5fory, he remembering how 
Thefe were his countrymen his prowefs had laid low ? 
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I'his fired the troops upon the left^ who came 
Up with the centre ; but the hardeft part 
Of this hard ftruggle yet remained, and Fame, 

T hat lauds the brilliant ftrokc—the Captain’s art, 

May here fet down the foldier’s dauntlefs heart, 

• • 

'Fhe changclefs purpofe of the meaneft there, 

Th’ indomitable fpirit, which the dart 
Of Death could not extinguifh, but would glare 
Out of the glaring eyes of thofe he would not fpare. 
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Here, hand to hand for weary hours they ftrove ; 

Here was it brave Migliavacca fe^. 

In the mad torrent of the fight, where love 
Stays not to found the parting fpirit’s knell — 

Fhe battle-field one wild, chaotic hell; — 

On poured the Cacciatori, in whofe grafp 

The bayonets did their fatal purpofe wt?!!, 

Here, fword in hand, entwined in War’s fell clafp, 

T hey fmile hate’s horrid fmile to mark the^dying gafp. % 
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There, »vhere the thicket’s ftiades were darkeft, rufhcd, 
Driving the foe before, the Genoefe ; 

From many a fearlefs breaft the life-blood guflied, 

Shot by the Regii hid beneath the trees. 

Mad with wild rage againft fuch foes as thefc. 

Who flew their comrades from the olive’s fliade. 

Onward they fprang upon their prey to feizc, 

* 

Calling afide the mulket for the blade. 

They broke through fcattered vines ’ncath which the flain 
were laid. 

iz6 

And charging, ’gainft their Captain’s orders, gained 
A loopholed wall, from which the pelting fhot. 

Now grape, now caniftcr, above them rained. 

On fped they towards fome vulnerable fpot. 

But only neared the guns, whofe mouths their hot 
Death vomited upon them. Still defying, 

They leapt upon the foe, who waited not 
Their bayonets, but to their ftronghold flying 

1 

J.,cft the abandoned ground whereon their dead were lying- 
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The day was won—Melazzo’s fight was o’er • 
Here the falfe Dcfpot’s braveft foldiers fell: 

And, fadly failing from the fatal fhore, 

Bofco returned, the dire defeat to tell. 

Here, buried 7'yranny’s departing knell 

• • 

Was tolled in War’s hoarfe thunder; ftiivered here 

• • 

The lafi link in the chain. From citadel, 

Barrack, and fortrefs, the troops difappear. 

And glad Meffina fees the Conqueror draw near, 
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And as a city rifing from the dead, 

Moft lovely in her refurredtion, v^kes 

From fimulated apathy, for dread 

Had fealed her people’s lips ; but now fhc breaks 

I he fpell that bound her filence, till flic fhakes 

1 he welkin with the tempefi; of her blifs ; 

“ Oh, thou Redeemer, for our children's fakes* '■ 
The foot that trampled tyranny we kifs,— 

Broud but to kneel about thee in an hour li^e this ' ” 
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T hey gather round : the love they fcarce can fpcuk 
Is eloquent in fobs and outcries wild ; 

Warm glows the rapture in each fouthern cheek, 

I'he ftrong man weeping with the little child,— 

The weak grown Itrong,— the Iterneft foldicr mild 
As the pleafed infant he lifts up to fee 
The glory round the hero ! Undcfiled 

l 

By coarfer prizes, thefe,—yes, thefe fliall be. 
Garibaldi, licaven’s reward to thee ! 

130 

God, and not man, thy pay mailer. lie pays 
'I'Jiy love by lov.e ! A refeued people’s tears,— 

The very childreji’s voices lifping praife,— 

Thefe be thy tribute ! Through the lengthening years, 
When beautified by dillance, worth appears 
Lovelier as more remote, thy name fliail rife, 

Ai^ by mkn’s ignorance fading in thefe fphercs, 

In cloudlefs majefty adorn the Ikies,— 

Thou counted with the Gods in Time’s adoring eyes ' 
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I’hy ftory blended with the mythic c|j>jeds 
Of old Homeric heroes; fo, the Earth, 

Through all her varying phafes, changing creed«. 

Shall yet retain the record of thy worth, 

Part of her poetry ; and in the dearth 

Of others like to thee, thy fame flvall Ihine, 

• . 

Fill poets frame a fable for thy birth,— 

The fupernatural with the true entwine. 

And fav, thou hadlt not been, hadft thou not been divi.ne ' 
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Land of the Bloody Vefpers ! can it be 

Thy wrongs, thy fufFerings are as things gone by ? 

Regenerate, reorganifed, and free. 

How ftiall we know thee, funny Sicily, 

Inverted in this crown of liberty. 

One man’s deep love hath won for thee ! We gaze* 
Backward o’er many a painful century. 

And fee again thine old heroic days, 

When every legend told, thy lord. Count Roger’s praife. 
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Or Kirthcr bcick : the Greek ufiirps thy foil, 

Ajid lords it in thy Syracufan ftrect; 

I'he clallic tyrant makes thy wealth his fpoil. 

And Athens prays afliftance of thy fleet 
To crufli the Pcrfian ; while the heathen meet 
Within thy temples, and thy market-place 
Is buly with the helots* hurrying feet. 

While gazing on each dark and glowing face 
I'he ftranger marks thy citizens’ Hellenic race. 

M4 

For lovely from the firft, thou wert the prize 
Grafping ambition yearned to feize upon: 

When Etna’s earlieft thunders met the fkies. 

And mocked with fiercer fires the blazing fun, 
I'hy fod was trampled and thy ftrife begun : 

'Fhc Carthaginian’s mercenary horde. 

On thafgreat day when Salamis was won. 

Met on thy foil ftern Syracufa’s lord, 

And fled before the might of Gelon’s vengeful fworcl 
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Again the Carthaginian fought thy^ftrand * 

And found thee—as thou wert but yefterday, 

III governed, difunited, through the land 
War’s ravage fpread, Sclinus owned his fway ; 

Yielding Himcra fwelled the invaders’ prey, 

• • 

When, haftening to thee with his flender fleet, 
Mooring his triremes in Meflana’s bay, 

Ilcrmocrates returned thy foes to meet, 

And die by FatSIion’s hand in Syracufa’s ftreet. 
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In later years Count Roger gave thee laws. 

Thy Norman conftitution was thy boaft. 

Thy voice was loudeft then in Freedom’s caufe, 

I ill Benevento’s blood-ftained field was loft, 

And Manfred flain amidft the fallen hoft. 

1 heji by the Roman hierarch wert thou given, 

A prey to the fierce Angevin, tumult-toft ; 

T ill on one dreadful night thy bonds were riveji. 

And thy loud Vefpers rofe to tell thy wrongs to Heaven.* 
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'I'ke'Spaniar^ ruled thee. In Palermo’s fane. 

The Auftrian Ciefar pledged his faith to thee, 

And kept his vow. Nor Charles’ nor Philip’s reign 
Saw thy laws broken. Beautiful and free 
Wert thou among the nations, Sicily, 

W hen, for thy fms of ages, on thee fell 
God’s wrath, incarnate in the Bourbon, he 
Who rang in blood thy boafted Freedom’s knell. 
Until thy woes wrung pity from the deeps of Hell. 

The wanderers by the Styx might pity thee, 

For they deferved their tortures, thou diJft not, 
Abandoned to the ftudied cruelty 
Of thy firft Ferdinand, whofc follies blot 
Even a Bourbon fcutcheon. Unforgot 
Thy new Commodus vending peafants wine j 
I^eaving his wife to fcheme, to kill, to plot, 
i'ill execration learned to intertwine 
His hated name with that of Auftrian Caroline. 
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And flic, thy female fcourge, than man more •vile, 
Peopled thy fliorcs with fpy and parafitc, 

Lured thee to ruin with her fiital fmile j 
Uniil her little hand, fo lovely white. 

Was dreaded as the dcadlieft to fmite. 

An exile from thine outraged fhores ihe died, 

• • 

And ftill they tell the horrors of the night. 

When, ftricken in her blind unpitying pride, 

1 ier vile heart broke to find her blood-ftained claims denied. 
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And freed from her, fo llrong in hope wert thou, 

I'hou deem’dft thou might’ft be happier—to find 
Another foot upon thy neck, to bow 
1 o a new tyrant, eager but to bind 
1 hy chains afrefti, and to the wandering wind 
hhiig princely promifes. “ How long, () Lord ! 

Have we not fuffered, yet have been rcfigned ; , 

1 his fecond Ferdinand had we adored, 
hit when we prefled around, he met us with his fword.” 
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I'hy frti has been thy guilelefsncrs ; the bafe 
Won thee with lies to fheathe thine eager blade: 
Meffina’s devaftated market-place,— 

Her palaces — her lovely temples laid 
In ruins o’er the fpot that once they made 
Sicilia’s glory,— in fuch figns as thefe, 

I 

I'he hand that only terror ever ftayed 
Wrote its eternal fhamc, I'hine agonies 
Brief by man’s lafting fcorn for thy vile enemies. 
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And thou art free I Shall all in this be faid. 

And wilt thou not be glorious bcfide ?— 

I 

By all thy patriots numbered with the dead,— 

By all thy youngeft fons who proudly died. 

And drifting down the fwift and darkening tide, 

, In the loud clamour of the hurrying fight. 

The hot bk)od gufhing from the wounded fide,— 

Still held thine image in their fouls, fo bright, 

^ Its fplendour drowned the darknefs of approaching night 
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If not for thofe who live, for they wljo fell, 

Be glorious, oh, Sicilia ! Yes, for thofe 
Who loved thee in thy milery fo well, 
riicy deemed thee dearer, with thy crown of woes, 
J'han happier iflands crowned with flowers ! rank grows 

I he grafs above Melazzo’s graves. Oh, how 

• • 

Wilt thoii not break thy patriot’s repofe, 

If thou fliouldft fail to grace thy glory now, 

< b- taniifh the new laurels gathered for thy brow ! 
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1 hinc hour has dawned, Italia ! Long and late 
7 his wondrous morning, but behold the beam ! 
Seize, ere it turn, the flood-tide of thy fate, 

Ajid drift to glory down the rufhing ftream. 

T hou haft but to drift backward. Did men deem 
T hou couldft not be again what thou haft been, 
Dr hadft fo fallen in thine own efteem. 

Since on the confines of the world was feen 
I he grandeur of thine Imperator’s haughty mie*n ? 
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Anti' fhall thv modern ftandard wave o’er deeds 

I 

Lefs glorious than thine eagles faw of yore ; 

Or fliall the Pontine h'larlhcs’ trembling reeds 
Never by warlike feet be trampled more ? 

Hath glory fled from I'hrafymene’s fhore, 

Though hofts of heroes fleep befidc her waves ? 
Hath Rome forgot to wield the fword fli c bore ? 
Is her foul buried in her children’s graves ? 

Ajid fhall the Cajfars’ duff be trod by prieftly flaves ? 


1 

And wilt thou only, while the reft are free, 

Still wear thy fetters ? Still forbear to break 

I 

The bands that hold thy ftrength from victory ; 
Wilt thou ftill carry for tradition’s fake 
I'he chains thou needft but to arife, to fhake 
From ofF thy loins ? Oh, thou, of old fublime, 
Wilt thou of all be lateft to awake, 

And in new-born Italia’s modern prime, 

V’ilt thou alone recoil from the proud march of'I'ime 
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>47 

Shull all the world be glorious—yet tjiou, 

Thou mother of all glory, wilt thou ftand 
Aloof to watch the laurels from thy brow 
Fall to be gathered by a meaner hand r 
Shall deeds once thine, uplift a lower land ? 

A rife and cry aloud, “ Emmanuel, come ! 

• » 

Peal the loud blaft along the I'iber’s ftrand, 

Sound thy war-trumpets ’neath St. Peter’s dome, 

1 ill ihe old days return and Rome again be Rome.” 

148 

Italians ! Brief as bright has been your glory, 

Ye have recalled the old heroic days, 

I 

And better pens than mine will leave to ftory. 

Your modern triumphs, your new blooming bays : 

I o me your deeds arc fo above all praife. 

My heart’s throb ftays the hand with which I write; , 
But with the million voices mine I raife, * 

And fliape that magic word for thee, “ Unite ! ” 

Bet one heart prompt the blow, though every arm ftiay finite. 



78 


Gari)oaldi. 


149 

“ To-day be fqldicrs, ye (hall be to-morrow 
Free citizens of a free land,” he faid, 

Whofe heart turned to thee in thine hour of forrow, 
Who by Ticino’s wave his legions led, 

And ftruck the blaft that raifed thee from the dead. 
The world would have thee doubt him — it may be 
Infcrutablc the workings of that head ; 

I 

But if his precepts help ye to be free, 

Count fomething his this Pallas-birth of 7.riberty. 


150 

And he who has redeemed thee — he has rifen 
So far beyond man’s greatnefs, words were vain ! 

The vacant throne—the funlight in the prifon 
Streaming through open doors — the fhivered chain — 
The long farewell to Francis and to pain,— 

* The ftiattcred wheel, which crft, to wide Earth’s fliamc, 
Marked in^ihe judgment-hall the Bourbon’s reign,— 
Thefe be the only records of his fame. 

Since titles would but mar the Liberator’s name 1 
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I 

* 5 > 

J’riiiccs and Emperors have been before, 

And have been fcourges. He ftiall ftand alone. 

As one vvrho on men’s lips no title bore. 

But graved his name a nation’s heart upon ! 

All bafer circlets may his brow difown. 

Heavy with garlands he himfelf hath weaved : 

Lo, when his fum of victory is done, 

% 

Only by kingly hands (hall be received 
I hat fword whofe blade Italia’s Freedom hath achieved. 

152 

Let that, Emmanuel, be thy talifman. 

And double glory glimmer on the blade,— 

Italia’s conquefts may be but begun \ 

As fwiftly as th’ immortal blue-eyed maid 
Sprang forth in armed majefty arrayed, 

So fuddenly Italian freedom fprings. 

Jove-born, triumphant! Let this new decade 
Replume the Roman eagle’s fhivered wings, 

1 liou, lirft of a long line of free Italiati kings * 
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And mightier than the Roman potentate, 

Whofe wide dominion was the world, be thou, 

Who from thy boyhood, by an inftincSt: great, 

Shalt reap the laurels fown fo long ago. 

And wear them ere the wrinkles line thy brow.— 

Oh, dream of glory ! Every bygone flight 

The land ere fufFered, is avenged now ' 

« 

Once more fhe claims her long-abandoned right. 
And bids the world allow her re-eftablifhed might. 


J54 

What fhall be faid of herWhy, only this : 

Too long (he flept,—this fliould have been before. 
Oh, wafted centuries, though new-born blifs 
Laughs through the land to change to tears no more, 
Long ere to-day her tears fhould have been o’er ! 

Her champions had not come to her. They came,— 
The deatWefs peal refbunded on the fhore. 

And echoed in the mountains !—Wrong and fhame 
Melted like fnow before the blaze of Freedom’s flame ’ 
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I 

*55 

Were thefe the people men had called—deb;ffed ? 
Was this the land the world had chriftened—dead r 
Too long hy prieftly tyrannies defaced. 

Too long enchained by the bafe hands they fed, 

Too many a year that fliould have freed them fled, 

I'heir name become a byword :—they arofe,— 

• • 

Shook off the ftupor of long years, and, led 
By„the infpired Leaders whom they*chofe, 

Bore down with one great truth the lies of all their foes. 

156 

That truth is one inftindlive yearning, which 
Ufurps each heart, and beats in every breaft. 

What! Did God make this lovely land fo rich. 

To be by aliens to the foil polTelTed ? 

One anfwer fets all queftionings at reft; 

Italia, to be mighty, muft be one. 

North, fouth, and eaft, the centre and th? weft. 

Each yearns to each ; the work is but begun; 

Lhe foldier-king's wide love can fpare no freebofn fon, 
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Not one ! While Auftria holds a rood, a ftain 

4 * 

Sullies the luftre of th’ Italian fliield. 

✓ 

Emmanuel, thine the glory to regain 
The feeptre an Auguftus fighed to wield : 

Lo, Vi<5lory calls thee to the conquering field, 

^ 4 I 

7'hou, the clc£t of man’s unerring foul, 

I * 

Thou who the wounds of ages paft haft healed. 
Around thee ftiall the Imperial purple roll, 

The crown lies at thy feet, fo near thee is the goal. 

158 

Till thou art crowned in Rome, we wait, we wait; 
Through the dim future glorious fhadows loom : 

C 

Onward ! with Fortune for thine handmaid, Fate 
Thy Have, cries, “ Haften! ” all the Gods fliout, 
Since firft they fet our images in Rome [“ Come' 
I'ill now, we have not feen fuch glory.” Light 
A jthoufand lamps to gem St. Peter’s dome, 

And throne thyfelf beneath them, on thy right 
Let him ttand whofc great deeds have led thee to thy might- 
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And earth (hall hold than this heryic twain 
No greater heroes. Oh, immortal end ! 
Children, ye have not wept or bled in vain ! 

() King! O Father! and thou more than friend, 

Who deem’dll: thy life too fmall a thing to fpend, 

• • 

And therefore gave thine all for Italy! — 

• • 

Your double glories in one halo blend : 

Plant the three colours and the crofs on high, 

Y e glorious authors of Italian Liberty ! 





NOTES TO GARIBAim, 


Note Tage I2. 


They giithered in the JiillneJs of the night, 

n ^hTy alTemhled in a beautiful night at a villa on the lea*fliorc, at iumc 
leagued fiom Genoa. They were, I ana told, about two thotiland in 
number; but what is certain is, that all the alleys of the immenfe garden 
Here filled with volunteers^ w^lio moved dowm*to the beach laden with 
mufkets and cafes of ammunition, which they placed on board boats for 
ronvcyaiicc to the velfcls in the offing, and all this without a word being 
tpoken, except a few nccclTary orders, given almoft in a whifper/'— Letter in 
*ht OfiViion Ndtionafe, 


Note 2. Page i8. 
trapaniy Corleomy fent their fans, 

*' bcarce had the news of his [Garibaldi’s] landing fprea^, wlicn the 
^nds train Trapani, Coriconc, and one or two other places joined.”— 
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Notz 3. Page 18. 

Fbitby-om Marjuh conics the fivcHin^ heft. 

“The road from MariaU, after jufling Salcrni, defeends one ofrJiofc kong, 
terraced plateaux, which are a cluiadleriftic feature ot this part of Sicily, and, 
after crofling a little valley, lilcs up the other plateau, where CaLita Flmi 
is fituatc.”— 


Notz 4. Page 19- 

fhe SquaJn' JhudfLcnng oVr their hrothiers fiatn, 
Squadri (bands) of piccioli (youngftcr*). 


Notk 5, Page 20- 
And rarter.lco fa*w thefr Regit Jiy. 

The Neapolitan foldicry were called by the Sicilians “ Rc^i '' 


Note 6. Page 21. 

fyuh ih^Jirong nioice ^vh^Je every tone ts fate. 

“ The Secret Committee informed Garibaldi that Palermo ^^as ready to 
rife, but it impofed the condition that he fliould appear before the gates of the 
town.”— Times* 


Note 7. Page 24. 

Illujirious land that m ’ldfi thy champions numbers fuch^ 

“ Colonel Turr, the Hungarian 5 Colonel Bixio, of the Clufleurs of the 
Alps; Colofccl Carini, alfj of that corps. . . . The ion of Daniel Manin, 
VIounded in the thigh .”—Special Correfpondent of The Times. 
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Note 8. Page 29, 

Turkoriyfrji to crofs the barricade. 

Major Turkorl, and three of the guides, were the firft acrofs the fand- 
!j.ig barricade in the tow'n, but the leader was wounded by a fhot, which 
fliattered liis left knee.”— Ibid- 


Note 9, Page 29. 

JVithin the market-place unharmed he Jlands. 

• • 

Clole to the Porta di Termini is tlie Vccchia Ficra, the old markei- 
jilacc. This was the firft place where Ciaribaldi ffrpped. One muft know 
thcle Sicilians to have an idea of tiic ficnzy, fereaming, ftiouting, crying, and 
hugj^ingj all would kils his hand, and embrace his knees. Every moment 
brought new malfes, which debouched in troops from one of the ftreets, 
.iuxioub to have their turn.”— Ibid, 


Note 10. Page 34. 


Ere noon Palermo is ^cll-mgb their own. 


“ The entrance was eftedted about half-paft 5 a.m. (27th of May), 

and by noon more than one-half of the town w.is clear of the troops. But 

two luuirs before this was eft'edted the citadel h«id opened its fire on the town. 

About noon or lo the ftfips in the haibour oj>ened their fire, and between the 

two they contrived to deftroy a great number of houfcj in the lower part t^f 

the town, killing and w'ounding a large number of people of all ages and both 

Icxes. Iwo of the large Ihclls were fent right into the hol^ital, and cjitploded 
• 

m one of the w’ards. Everywhere you perceived ruins and conflagrations, 
dead and wounded, not a few of whom muft have pcriflied among the ruins 

of their houfes.”— 
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Note 11. Page 36- 
Thtre^ •where a fountain babbles to tie JLy, 

V 

“ The General himfclf is repofing on the platform which furrounds the 
large fountain in the Piazza del Pretorio, where the Committee is fitting 
en pennancnce''*—The Times* CorrifponJenC. 


Note 12. Page 42. 

The Tf^ajhington of Italy'' 

. r 

“ The Wafhington of Italy is confolidating his conqueft.”—T/? Tmes^ 
Leading Aritcle^ 


Note 13, Page 44. 

The prifoners meet their friends^ 

‘‘Seven political prifoners, who were detained in the Caftellamare as 
hoftages, until the laft of the Neapolitan troops had departed from l*alcrmo. 
The rcleafed prifoners, all young men from twenty to thirty, went up, 
together with their families, to tlunk their Liberator. He embraced them 
all round, and was himfclt fo overcome with emotion that he could fcarcely 
utter a word, and foon after withdrew'.”—T/f Times' C^rrrfpondcnt» 


Note 14. Page 53. 

Rebellious Banellona'sfhattered •wall. 

“ Bofeo had boafted that he would drive Medici’s troops into the fca, and 
deftroy Barccllona, the head-quarters of the revolution in the province of 
Meflina.”— Ibid* 
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Note 15. Page 54. 

Meidzzu i nvot k remained for him alone to do. 

** Cnriluldl, apprifed by telegraph of the ftatc of things, took one oftho/c 
hidden refolutlons, didlated by infpiration, which fhows bolder than anything 
dir his genius as a military commander, fie law that there was a chance of 
hriking a great hkw, and a few hours were fufiiclent to conceive, mature, 
and carr\ out his plans. Entrufting General Sirtori, the cliicf of his flaff, 
with full powers as pro-DIdhitor, he united wdiatcvcr he could colleft in men, 
pul them on board the City of Aberdeen, a Brltilh fteamer,*\vhlch had been 
Weighted, embarked with his fta/f‘, and, wirU a reinforcement of about 1200 
men, was tlic next morning, the 19th of July, at Patti, w'hcre be difembarked, 
and marched on to Meri.'"— Ibid, • 


Note 16. Page 57. 

While Midenclini Jkirted by (he ocean Jlrand. 

“The left, under the command of Colonel Malcnchini, confifllng of two 
battalions ofTiilcans and a battalion of Palermitans, was to advance on the 
road clofe to the fea-fliore, and go right at the ttown of Mclazzo. The 
centie, under the orders of Medici, and compofed of his ift Regiment of 
four battalions — all old troops, fome from Lombardy—was to advance by the 
direfl^ road from Miri j one battalion of the 2d Regiment was to take the 
mam road to Meflina, flarting from Corioli, and was to he joined by the 
batt-lion from St. Lucia. The centre and right were to unite by the crofs- 
road neareft to Mclazzo, and then work up their way united towards Mclazzo. 
A body of Sicilians, under Colonel Fabrizi, WMS to take pofitiftn on the extreme 
^*ght at Arclis, fo as to oppofe any attempt m.xde fiom Geflo to aflift the force 
*it Mclazzo. A fecond line and referve, the troops arrived with Garibaldi, 
'^ere placed together with the troops tipt had come up with Cofenz.“— Ibid. 



90 


Notes to Qaribaldi. 


Note 17. Page 6f. 
jit dawn the columns Jiarud, 

“ Mda7Eo. Ar ihwn the columns ftartcd, and by 6 a.n 5. the firft firing 
was heard upon the left.” 


Note 18. Page 67. 

0 ^', t/wu Rcdiemer^Jhr cur children s Jakes 

** I can find no words to dcfcribc the ovations that are given to Garibaldi. 
Imagine a long-cxpcflcd Mcffiah greeted by the people he has deliveicJ,— 
the heart of the whole people poured out before the man of the people, who 
feels and lives with the life of the mafles! They feem at hia afpedl to fctl 
iiiftinftively a being who thoroughly comprehends them, and who loves them, 
even with all their weaknefs and aft their faults, and who has facrlficed hh 
life to their redemption, . . . People, reaflured about the future, are returning j 
the ftreets, w'hich 1 left two months ago dead and filent, arc thronged and 
noify. It is all life where I left death ,”—The Tmies' Cornfpondent, 





OLIVIA, 


JN ull the room, in all the crcvwd, 

She was the centre and the ftar j 
They flocked around her from afar, 
The rich, the noble, and the proud. 

They hung around her chair,—they bent 
Low o’er the light and flowing hair. 
That waved upon the heated air. 

And made an atmofphere of fcent. 
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Oliuia. 


She was all falfehood,— not a glance 
Whofe aim ftie could not calculate ; 
Xo every fmile flie lent a weight, 
Whofe power fhe meafurcd in advance; 
And if you were a younger fon. 

But feldom were you (hone upon. 


But I was rich, had rank, had power,— 
All that fhe played for in the game 
Of life; and fhe without a dower. 

Without high birth or honoured name — 
She, with the world to lofe or win. 

Fair heaven without, black hell within,— 
She met nle in my early youth. 

And laid all at my feet — but truth. 


I half doubt if fhe ever heard 

Of earnefl thought, or truthful word ; 

She may, perhaps, have fomewhere read, 
< 

How it fometime by one was faid. 



Olivia. 

I 

In darker ages people fpoke 
IVuths that upon the nations br^ke 
Like a ftrangc kind of thunder,— new 
Xo terror almoft, being true. 

^'ho atmofphere in which fhc dwelt 
Made up of ftiams unto .the core. 

You might have fearched for^evermorc 
For one true heart. Although there knelt 
In many a church, at many a Ihrine, 

A feeming crowd of the devout. 
Believing not enough to doubt. 

Ready to call the God, Divine, 

Who is the world’s, and thine, and mine ; 
The falhion of the day, and worn 
As lightly as we wear our drefs,— 

Nay, with far lefs of earneftnefs. 

In this Iham world, a lilllefs fcorn 

Curled on each lip, drooped in each eye 
Enough for them the hours went by. 
Morn rofe on night, night followed morn*; 
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And on the feene o’er which they paft 
Dropped Peath’s green curtain at the laft. 

It was from thefe I chofe to take my fate : 

1 chofe ? — Pftiaw ! Was I not from the firft glaii 
A puppet in the hands I knew too late ? 

Was it my pleafure when flie made me dance r 
Had I from her (I will not call my wife, 

Although for many years fhe bore that name. 
Until fhe dragged it down to fuch ill-fame, 

I learned of later days to fay, “ My fhame — 
Had I from her, Olivia, in my life, 

One word that made me happy, or one fmilc 
I drank, not drinking poifon all the while ? 

By all my foul, not one ! For if fhe fmiled, 

I knew the fallchood even when beguiled. 

I knew her falfchood ? — Nay, I did not know; 

I felt that fhe was falfe—God warns us fo ! 

Her waving hair upon the fouthern breeze 
Floated a golden veil that reached her knees j 



Olivia. 


Her eyes, a clear and fcintillating blue, 

Had every lovely look, and not oik; true ; 

Her Grecian features delicately fine. 

Her flendcr figure like the mountain pine. 
Swaying before the ftorm with fragile grace ; 
And ail the Naples’ funlight in her face. 

It was in Italy I faw her firfi,— • 

Moment for evermore to hold accurft ! 

With every glory of the flanting ray 
I'hat tinged the fleeping fhadows on the bay ; 
With every fouthern air, and leaf, and flower. 
That made the palling picture of the hour,— 
Where every hour is as a painter’s,dream. 

With Claude Lorraine furpafled in every beam. 

1, with my tutor, in the Italian Itreet 
Stood, off the track of the fwift-pafliing ffjet 
Of citizen and peafant. Went and came 
A guft of bells upon the crimfon flame ^ • 
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I 

t 

I'hat ftiriiied the death-bed of the waning day ; 

They*went—thefc Neapolitans, to pray ; 

Their Ave Marias through the open doors 
We heard, and fliadowy on the marble floors 
Could fee the kneeling figure and bent head, 

Praying the interceflion of the dead ! 

« • 

The town and bay all bluftied one roly red, 

. • 

When the on horfcback by her father’s flde. 

Returning from fome lengthened evening ride, 

Came up the ffreet. The glory in her eyes 
Shone back that other fun in the low fkies ; 

She fliook more funfhine from her wavy hair 
And feemed to be all light. Yes, fhe was fair; 

But hers a beauty that efcapes all words. 

We cannot paint the finging of the birds, 

Though we may paint the branch on which they fing," 
And every light and fhadow on their wing. 

So I might fet her eyes down in a book. 

But havq no power to tranflate one look 

I 

With which her foul (hone out of them. I think 
I knew I flood that night upon the brink 


I 
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Of fate and life. She filled the ftreet, fhe grew 
Out of the fky, it feemed, and filled tfiat too. 

The world was oJily her, when once ftie came 
TJirough [Purple fliadows into crimlbn flame \ 

She was the picture, all the earth the frame, 

Worthlelr. without the picture—words are^ame 
And im]>otent to tell the tender fadnefs, 

Which made the firft phafe of my life’s great madnefs. 

I learned her pedigree. Well, it was not 
A noble lineage from which (he fprang. 

One ancefior was-but I quite forgot 

His fate, while bending o’er her as fhc lung. 

Another died in-Pfliaw ! had thefe but been 

The only blots upon her name! ^'he feene 
On which fhe’d played the drama of her life. 

Had been in every ftage of worldly ftrife. 

Her father, one of thofe the harfti world jiamcs 
“ Adventurers ! ” and tolerates, and blames. 

As fomething which in cheating may amule. 

And is, with other villanies, of ufc. 


« H 
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His falon held each night a motley crowd. 

Where play was high, and oaths were fometimes loud. 
This was his daughter’s court, and Ihe a queen, 

Eager for homage c*cn in fuch a feene. 

Eafy to gain an entrance to the flirine 
Of her all Naples furnamed “the Divine.” 

Her father knew the wealth of my eftate. 

For fuch a prey, his daughter fairefl: bait. 

Thus was I welcomed with her fweeteft word. 

In my dazed brain ftrange harmonics I heard 
In every accent of her voice, yet knew 
Even from the firft, no tone, no word, was true. 

4 

They were French — German—Spanifti, as fome faid. 

It was his will in Naples to give out 
They came of a high Norman race. Long dead 
^ Had been his wife. They wandering about. 

Now here, now there, had dragged through the long years, 
In every land in the two hemifpheres. 
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His daughter always with him, ever fair, 

Star of her father’s heaven everywhere. 

In fuch an atmofphere this flower had grown, 

Small wonder that her heart had changed to ftone, 
That flic had come to be her father’s tool^ 

And count each creature not a knave — a Tool.* 

How could file other be than what* fhe was, 

A dark eifedl of a mofl; hideous caufe r 
What fliould ftic know of honour, but to hold 
That jewel, as all jewels, to be fold 
To the beft bidder; and I knew all this, 

Yet fet licr love againft my hopes of blifs. 

And fitting down to play the game of life, 

Staked all my foul to win her for my wife. 

I was juft twenty, learned in a heap 
Of clailic authors no one ever read ; 

In mathematics I had plunged, and deep 
Had waded through the logic of the dead. 

What was I then to her who knew mankind, 

Whofe place in life’s great feene had been—behind ? ^ 
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On whom all worldlinefs had left its taint, 

Who held eaoh virtue as a kind of paint 
To hide the native vices of the earth, 

And valued all the world by her own worth. 

Through the wide-open w'indows the ftill night 
And all the ftars flrovc with the garifti light 
Of modern antique candelabra, fet 
On inlaid tables—ivory, marble, jet, 

Parian, and malachite—o’er which was fpread 
The green cloth of the gambler’s altar—red, 
Now black, now red again, each changing hue. 
Changing the faces of the players too. 

Amongft thefe men her father fat, while fhe. 

In the arched cafement, talked apart with me. 

The melted moonbeams trembled in her eyes, 
7'heir light put out the funfhine in her hair; 
Framed by the background of thofe purple fkics. 
She leant againft a pillar, gleaming fair 
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As alabafter ftatuc, in the light 
And glory of the foft Italian night. 

Her drcfs was velvet of the emerald’s hue. 

Dark in the fliade, with brightnefs breaking through 
As in the facets of the precious ftone; 

O’er one white fhouldcr careleflly was thrown 

* • 

A fliawl of lace, black as the long thick lafhes 
Through which flione forth her blue eyes’ lightning 
flafhes; 

Her beauty had a ftyle which fought from drefs 
All it could lend of pomp and gorgeoufnefs: 

Diamonds, not violets, moft adorned her face,— 

Nay, flowers near her feemed always out of place. 

White robes did not become her — gems and gold 
Set off her lovclinefs—at beft fo cold. 

At beft fo much a light, and not a lire, 

And always leaving in the mind defire 
For fomething—if not fairer, at leaft, higher. 

She held a fprig of myrtle in her hand. 

And leaf by leaf its lovelinefs ftie rent; 
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She had a rcftleflhefb—fcarce difcoiitcnt, 

Hard to delcribe as hard to uiidcrftand : 

An eagcrnels to conquer, to attain, 

Quickfilver more than blood ran in each vein 
Of this rtrangc creature ; and flic fliould have been 
Some Circe of the feas, fome falfe Lurlinc, 

t 

She would have reigned a queen, her throne of thrones 

I 

'Midft fliipwiecked gold and foolifli feamen’s bones. 

i 

Oh ! how file would have fung them to their fleep, 
And lured the world down to the deadly deep ; 

7'hen laughed clear laughter through her ocean caves. 
To fee the nations rot below the waves. 

I think I felt this even on that night, 

Though her blue eyes drowned fenfc and foul in light: 
Her voice, ftraight as the ball, fliot through my heart. 
Each word flie planted there becoming part 
Of the dull heart it pierced \ each accent fent 
, A thrill, like mufic through an inftrument, 

I trembling to what harmony might plcafe 
The maftcr-hand that wandered o’er the keys. 

And woke from the old ftrings new melodics. 



Olivia . 


She was three years my fenior, and to me 
Agoddefs more than woman. Still I fee 
The fmile in the blue eyes, that leemed to fay, 

He is my gh)vc, I wear him any way, 

Stretch him to any fliapc. A pliant glove, 

Eafy to bend, to lead, to plcafc, to move, 

F ooled by that pall'word of the foolifh, Lo*vc ! 

• . 

She was three years my fenior—three! three years 
By thofe too brilliajit eyes undimmed by tears. 

By that dull heart outworn for hopes or fears. 

By that (lark lifetime in two hemifpheres, 

By every lie her lips had learnt to fpeak. 

By every tutored blufh upon her cheek, 

Whofe rofes ever went and came at will, 

By the fmall hand, which, flatteringly unftill, 

^ould flmulate the tremulous diflrefs 
Of love that dares not to itfelf confefs 
That it is love—By every cruel thought* 

That kept her brighteft finiles back to be bought. 
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And would her life, and foul, and mind have fet 
Againft the winning of a coronet; 

By thefe, and by a thoufand filfehoods, ftie 
Was as my elder by a century ! 

What was I but her puppet, then ? She held 
The ftrings. Each mad, impallioncd thought that welled 
Up from my heart (and which my words were poor 
To render in one fentence—I adore, 

I * 

Adore you, my Olivia) fhe could read, 

Count every drop my tortured heart might bleed 
While fhe played out her comedy; and marie 
Each change from grave to gay, from light to dark, 

In her fnared bird. “ Lord Reginald,” flic faid, . 

“ You’ve all the world to anfwer when you wed ; 

I am no mate for you. Seek ancient blood. 

And beauty that can date back to the flood. 

Tracing its pedigree through all the ages 
* I have no ftory in Burke’s facred pages. 

My father'is a Frenchman ; they do fay 
That we were great in Normandy one day, 

Before the Revolution fwept away 
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High heads, and fpilt the bcft blood in the land. 

Or drove its children to a foreign ftrand, 

To feek what they had never fought before — 

Their daily bread within the ftrangcr’s door. 

Hut I’m no wife for you. Your noble breaft, 

With all its wealth of love and truth confeft, 

Is not for me ! Nay, better fo — far beft * * 

That we ftiould part.” She turnctfaway her face 
To hide the tear flie did not fticd. 't'he lace. 
Through which her fhoulders gliftened ivory white, 
T rembled upon the warm air of the night. 

“ My foul ! Olivia ! not the wife for me ; 

Show me that other, whofoe’er fhc be. 

As worthy for a monarch. Angels came 

B'rom heaven once, and pledged thcfl: fouls of flame 

’Gainfl: mortal maidens’ hearts. So runs the talc, 

I once believed j but now belief doth fail 
In the old legend : for could angels be 
Seduced to earth, they would defeend to thee.” 

Her filver laugh rang clear upon the air. 

Like mufic ftruck from glafs. Upon my hair. 
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She laid her little hand, and idly twined 
Her fingers in the tangles that the wind 
Had made of my brown curls. “ i\1y foolilh boy, 
You will forget me !” “ Yes, with all the joy 

And pain called living j when my lateft breath 
Flutters beneath the Hilling hand of Death ! 

Ah, deareft, lying in my laft, low bed, 

* 

Your image melting out of heart and head, 

I then ftiall know that I, indeed, am dead ! ” 

She plumbed my foul down to its lowcH deep. 

The while her fweet words rocked my mind to fleep 
Sounding this fea of love that fpread fo fall, 

To find out if its Itormy ftrength would laft. 

She had been woo’d a hundred times before. 

Had heard all voices fpcak that word, “ Adore ! *’ 
Some of thefe old admirers had been poor. 

Some had been wary, and had read her through; 
Some like..myfelf—poor fools ! — had been all true, 
But had been fickened by her want of truth. 

And gone to feek lefs beauty, freftier youth ; 
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Some had fhrunk back before her father’s fhame, 
Though not one fliadow refted on her fame. 

And left her ftill to bear the branded name ; 

15ut none had been fo rich a prize as I, 

Or fo far gone in love’s fatuity. 

I was an only fon — an earldom’s heir, 

Heir to efhites as wide as they were fair; 

Olivia’s father, trickfter, gameftcr, cheat, 

Laughed in his heart to fee me at her feet. 

'Fhe Southern planters out in Mexico 
Had never loved fo well, or knelt fo low 
As I—the heir to an untarniftied fhield, 

Whofe anceftors had feen the Frenchman yield, 

1 hat awlul Sabbath-eve on CrelTy’s ffeld— 

When autumn Ikies were black with arrowy rain, 
And only earth was blacker with the flain. 

I, whofe forefathers with the fca-kings came— 

Old in the land, when new the Norman’s (pmc— 
Lnclt blindfold to her guilty father’s fliame,— 
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Blindfold to that—to all — to gain her heart. 

Heart! that high temple of confummatc art, 
Where all dilhonours held their fhameful feat; 
That living lie—that bafe, incarnate cheat— 

That fet a price upon its every beat. 

Why fhould I rail at her ? Was it not I 

Who {wore to win this woman or to die ? 

^ • 

Was it not I who cried, though hell fliould rife 
Through earth, and upward reel to meet the Ikies, 
Till Satan fat among the ftars, I’d ftill 
Hold to this purpofe with unbending will. 

To win her or to die ? I made the words 
The burden of my life, until the birds 
Seemed, as they interwove them in their fong. 

And Ikylarks took them up to heaven ere long, 
Trilling their mufic through the wide blue Iky, 
Till all creation’s varied harmony 
Melted in this,— “ I’ll win her or I’ll die !” 

My father died— and I in Italy ! 

Wa% this the firft curfe that came down on me, 
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In anfwcr to my impious prayer, to win 
This woman of all women? Well, my^fin 
Bore noble fruits ! My father died, and I 
Became Lord Avonly of Avonly. 

I told her of his death. Up to her eyes 

There flalhcd the fudden lightning ! All her lies 

• ■ 

Could not reprefs that one glance^of delight. 

And then her face grew mournful. All that night 
Mourning with me with penfive tendernefs, 

In tearful harmony with my diftrefs. 

O God, and my dead father, pardon me ! 

Of the long Paft I could forgetful be, 

And crowding all my life into one kifs, 

Drown heart, brain, memory, in tempeftuous blifs. 

It was the eve before our wedding-day — 

The long faloon was empty—for the play 
Had ceafed at my requeft. I gave him what 
He would have won from others I could not 
Live, knowing that the father of my bride 
Cheated at cards ! I paid him, and he lied. 
Saying, he’d play no more. 
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We were alone, 

I fitting at her feet. The birds had flown 
Home to their nefts. Upon the purple deep 
The wandering zephyrs lulled the waves to fleep 
Far in the weft, one vcflel, only one 
Sailed towards the centre of the finking fun j 

ij 

Clofe by the fhore there palled one lonely boat. 
One nightingale trilled out her pcnfive note ; 
One ftar, the pioneer of all the night. 

Slow mounted, pale in the declining light, 

Fairer than all her fillers, though lefs bright. 
And mournful in her lovelincfs. The mii>:ht 

O 

And majefty of earth, in this ftill hour, 

Fades from the mind, and we forget her power. 
Remembering her beauty. It may be 
Lefs fair than day, lefs grand than night; to me 
It holds the mingled beauties of the two j 
All colours melting in one neutral hue. 

All ligjifs and lhadows meeting in one mill, 

In this, the fun and moon’s brief hour of tryll. 
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So 1 fat at her feet. O’er other eyes 

There comes a fliadowy foftnefs in this hour; 

Not tears, but dewy mifts, as thofe that rife 
'I'o fparkic on the leaf and bend the flower. 

Moft bofoms hold a melody in tunc 
With every tide of time from night to noon, 

And w'th each changing fhadow changing too, 

* • 

I akc their own colouring from nature’s hue. 

1 he fweetefl: laughter feems a difeord made. 

When the clear note rings through the mournful fliade. 
At that firft finking of the fun, to me 
The day lies dead upon the earth, and we 
By the unburied corpfe watch filently, 

1 ill the lafl; ray drops down behind the wave. 

And flanting moonbeams tremble on ftis grave. 

Not fo to her, flie melted to no phafe 
Of nature’s lovclincfs. To her the days, 

(Stanzas in God’s vaft world-poem’s pages,) 

Were only as the halting, lingering ftages * 

T hat bore her flowly to the golden goal, 

"1 he winning pofl:, for which flic trained her foul. 
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How fliould we two be happy, then ? There lay 
A wider gulf ’twixt us than night and day, 

Which have one hour of meeting. We had none— 
Not one point where our fouls met j no, not one : 

But as two circles, floating fide by fide. 

Might fpread and widen over all the tide. 

Until they touched and broke in one embrace. 

So died my foul, when in that laft difgrace, 

It met her naked nature face to face. 

And I had won her. Was I happy ? no ! 

We, with the animals, have iiiftindls which 
We are too proud to heed. A fenfc of woe— 

And yet not woe—more terror. Some ftrange Iiitch 

r 

In my fouPs mechanifm jarred my bread. 

Where every joy feemed cradled — except reft ; 

In the full chord of life one note was wrong, 

What note I could not tell. But in the fong— 

The pfalm of joy—fome wanting word was not j 
What word I knew not. On my heaven one blot 
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So ftnall I could not track it j yet fo vaft. 

Its flinJow over all that heaven waj call:. 

1 fay, (jod’s u'arning whifper in my ear 
Darkened each hlifs, luggefted every fear, 

But could not hold me from the gulf—fo dear 
I held this woman. lie who in this clav 
fnfufed tliat glimmering Promethean ray 
I call my foul, placed it beneath her fway, 

All hc]j)lels, fave to worfliip and obey. 

'Fhe 11 rone,ed tides will bow to Dian’s rule. 

So I to her — the blind god’s blinded: lord. 

This thought—no, inflinift — deep within my miiid, 
'I'hiN, and the influence of the dying light. 

Had kept me filent; now a cool Irefh wind 

Swept o’er the fca, calm breathings of the night; 
I'he mv)on lit up her face, fo wan before, 

And all the liars came round her to adore. 

Still ’twas no time for words, the bed: aite cold 
Befide that eloquence. Fhe heavens hold 



Olivia. 


114 


A filent mufic of their own, a.nd weak 

All human voices, when they deign to fpcak. 

With ftars for words, God writes upon the fky 

The fhining poem of liiiiniry. 

I turned from heaven to her. Oh ! wide and far 

Lay that great gulf betv/ixt her and the ftar 

From which 1 took my gaze, and in her eyes 

Sought for the light I’d left upon the fkics. 

( 

She looked out on the fca, far, far away. 

Her gleaming eyes fhot part the purple bay. 

Out to the diflant trail of rippling beams, 

That feemed to part reality from dreams, 

And light the threfhold of the land of fleep. 

So peacefully profound that diHant deep. 

She had no fancies like to thefc, {he fchemed 
And calculated, where another dreamed. 

So I broke not the filcnce, neither fhe. 

She fa;, her face half turned away from mej 
Beneath the windows ftretched a leafy fereen 
O/" lemon-trees, and olives darkly green, 
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7'hat, bordered by a low and broken wall. 

Some ftraggling myrtles and a.waterfall, 

Made the wild garden j where in fair decay, 
Languilhed the ghofts of a dead yefterday. 

From out the (hade of the luxuriant trees 
7'hcrc hidden fwept upon the evening breeze 
A ferenade’s firfl notes. Rich, deep, and grave 
Floated the finger’s voice o’er grove and wave, 
Till, mingling with the night, it feemed to be 
Part of creation’s own great melody j 
So well did every accent harmonife 
With that Limittercd mufic in the Ikies. 

T he words ran thus—I’d need remember well, 

7'he firfl: faint murmur of my foul’s death-knell 

<* 

“ There’s a witch beneath the founding fea, 
More fatal than the wave. 

And with every fmile Ihe fmiles to thee 
She lures thee to thy grave. 

She is falfe as the ocean where Ihe dwells, 
More falfe is Ihe than her coral cells, 
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But fhe crowns her hair with gliftcning fliclls, 

Her waving hair with wet fea fliclls ; 

And the ftars die out beneath her eyes, 

And the low winds liltcn when flic flghs ^ 

And all on earth that’s fair and britilit 

Derives from her a lovelier li^ht j 

But oh, beware, beware her Ipells, 

For he who loves her, dies ! 

« 

Yes, he who loves thee dies, Lurllne ' 

Loll, loft in loving thee ; 

And I am k>ft for thee, Luiiine, 

As thou art loft for me, 

Lurlinc ! Lurline I Lurline • ” 

The voice grew nearer—he who fang thus, played 
On a guitar, wild wandering notes, that made 
Xhe plafli and full of waters j mingling well 
With the bafs voice whofe cadence rofe and fell. 
Now loud, now low — Lurlinc! Lurline I Lurlinc 
A chord that founded like a fob between 
Each repetition of that name — Lurline ^ 
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So i'ad Lhc notes, it almoft feemcd to be 

As though one wept iii mufic. Prefently 

The finger came through the low boughs that drooped 

(3)1 the wet grafs. He pufhed them back and ftooped 

Under rain-dropping branches, while their dew 

Fell L^ilttering on liis hair — of inkieft hue. 

So black, his pale face by the contrail: flione 
Vv'hite as a mafk in monumental ftone. 

A flight of ileps led from the balcon'y 
< )n which we fat, down to the grafs where he 
Stood, Ifriking idle chords on his guitar 
Some paces from the Ifcps, yet not fo far 
-But 1 could every line and feature trace 
That made the foreign beauty of his face. 

He fpoke. Good evening, SignoMiia ! ” “ Oh ! 

It is you. Signor Carlo Angelo ; 

I recognifed the voice.” She knew him then, 

Olivia i ’midft the varying crowd of men 
^ho thronged her father’s houfe, I had not met 
This man. His face was not one to forget; 

More Eaftern than Italian—thofe dark eyes, ^ 

1 hat took their beauty not from hue, or lize. 
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Or fhape, though all were perfect, but from light 
That broke through all, as Mars breaks through the 

i 

night; 

Perpetuating in each glance of flame 

_ • 

The love, the hate, the pride, the fallen fame 
Of a great people, now become a name. 

It pleafed me not—Olivia’s knowing him. 

This man whom I knew not—and darkly dim 
That cloud, no larger than a human hand. 

Stretched its great fliadow over all the land, 

Prophetic of the future. He flood now 

On the firft Hep. Up from his broad white brow 

The lifted hair waved trembling round his face, 

He leaning one arm with a carelcfs grace 
Upon the baluflrade ; fhe looking down, 

The fea before, behind, the fleeping town. 

The garden at our feet, and filcnt all. 

But the low whifper of the waterfall. 

“ You have returned to Naples, then,” fhe faid j 
“ I thought you were in Rome. Tve furely read 
That you’ve been finging there.” “ You’re very kind 
To bear me merely thus much in your mind i 
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1 fcarcely thought you would remember me. 

Even by Tight. 'Tis three long months,—yes, three. 
Since Lift we met. Signora ; and, you know. 

Few ladies can recall To lonji; at’;o.” 

O v-J 

She laughed her lighteft laugh. “ Hut, then, you fee, 

(Small credit have we from your gallantry,) 

• • 

The Opera-houfe is doled when you’re away. 

And the dull night fuccecds the liftlefs day ; 

Cecilia hides her fainted face, and we 
Hold you, by felfilhnefs, in memory.” 

“ Good, good. Signora ; why, that’s almoft true ! ” 

“ Believe me, yes, all Naples mourns for you.” 

“ And you with Naples ? ” “I with Naples ! No, 
I’ve no felf-intercft. Signor Angelo, 

In laying 1 am glad of your return, • 

For I leave Italy-” “ I’ve not to learn 

Fhe news, Signora. That I heard to-night; 

It was my welcome home. My deep delight, 
Hacknied congratulations cannot fpeak, ^ 

All words arc idle, and all phrafes weak; 

But when you number thofc who joy to fee 
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Your joy to-morrow'', Lady Avonly, 

Sparc but one palling thought to relt on me.” 

I 

An oper.i-fingcr — Carlo Angelo I 

I’d often heard of him ere this, I know ; 

Strange, looking back, to marvel how a name. 

Now'linked, perhaps, to grief, death, madnefs, lhamc, 
Was once a found that fmotc upon the ear 
And made no echo ! Love, nor hate, nor fear. 
Stirred the dull pulfes of the heart. We heard 
That burning name, an unfamiliar word 
Without a meaning *, or, it may be, we 
Drew in our minds a pictured phantafy 
To fit the found. Always to find that what 
Soe’er we painted, that the man was not. 

She introduced me to him. Coldly grave 
And dignified the frigid bow he gave— 

Cold as an Englifliman’s. “ Etay, do you know 
Our fog-bound England, Signor Angelo ? ” 

“ Yes, I fang there a year or two ago; 
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A noble land, my lord, the proud and free 
Antithcfis of trampled Italy. ^ 

1 no a^aiii next March.” “ What fons was that 

O O O 

You fang juid now ? ” From off his dripping hat 
He fhook the raindrops ; fmiling, paufed, then faid, 

“ That fong ? Oh ! one made to be fung, not read : 
It has mj name.” It is a mournful air, 

A very biiril: of mufical defpair — 

Beautiful, as you fing it.” Here he bowed. 

“ 1 am too carelefs ever to be proud, 

m 

But if 1 could be proud, perhaps ’twould be 
This very moment, my Lord Avonly. 

Mere idle notes 1 ftrung into a fong. 

The words and mufic both to me belong— 

Nay, not to me, but to the moment*—born 
Of that one night-hour, vaniftied ere the morn. 

Our thoughts and dreams are fairies, which we raife 
Not as we will, but as it pleafe the fays 
1 hcmfelvcs to rife. A conqueror might gain 
I he world, but never conquer his own brain ; 
Thoughts, true republicans, are free as windS| 

And laws may fetter nations, but not minds.” 
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“ The fong was improvifed, then ?” “ Wert not wife 

To fay, that all who live muft improvife; 

Wc think more poetry in one ftill night 

Than would take poets half a year to write.” 

“ You do not write ? ” “ Write! no, let write who may, 

To fhine to-morrow, fo I live to-day. 

^ * 

I never look beyond the hour, and hold 
Him worft of fools who prays when he lies cold 
As the dead ftone that’s laid above his grave. 

New men may fay, ‘ 'I'his man was great or brave,’ 
While pleafurc-feekers come each fummer’s morn 
To fee the houfe in which he was not born ; 

And parrot-guides point out refpcilfully 
The very room in which he did not die, 

And gravely mitijronounce his honoured name ; 

While oppofition critics praife or blame, 

Not giving praife or blame where both are due, 

But each to fuit the tone of his review. 

Exalting ^im, not for his own renown. 

But by the dead to keep the living down. 

Oh, Heaven help your earnejl man, to me 
The verieft fool of all mortality ! 
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His days are labours and his nights unreft. 
Scorned by the bad, mifconflrued by the beft, 
Neglcifted by the million. Glad to place 
His hope of payment in a wifer race. 

Deeming himfelf the belt thing in the land. 

Too great for lefibr louls to underftand, 

Down "l ime’s black gulf he truftful leaps, to be* 
The Marcus Curtius of poftcrity. 

And heal tlie ills of all the future world 
To unborn fwijic, poor waited jewel, hurled. 
Better he’d lived his little life, and been 
The carelefs 'i'ouchftone of the palling fccne.” 

“ You're a philolbpher !” “ We’d need to be 

Philofophcrs to live in Italy. 

Defpoiled of all, we’ve ftill the glowing Ikies, 
And to be happy, need hut fliut our eyes. 

I was not born to let Tick "l ime aright. 

^ % 

I weary you, I fear, my lord. Good night! 
Good night, Signora ! This for comfort take, 
My lord, Italian hearts arc hard to break: 

Italian fouls, though quick to flame and burn, ^ 
Have fomething womanifti, and turn, and turn, 
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And turn iigiiin. Indeed, Italian hate 

Is the fede flcadj' fire : that — that is fate ! — 

« 

As Fate holds tv) its courfe whate’er betide, 

Will wade throu 2 ,h blood, but will not turn afide. 

It breathes no curie. Why wafte itfelf in breath r 
It has no voice but one, and that is Death ! 
Kcch-eyed, and watchful of its victim’s woe, 

4 

It tracks his foo'tfall for the fatal blow. 

W e in the world alone know bow to hate: 

Our fecrct lies in this, my lord — we wait! 

Signora, fare you well, fince I muft be 
Below the fjihere of Lady Avonly. 

But when you Ihine, proud fiar, in prouder Ikies, 
Dream ftill we mark you with admiring eyes ; 

There, where you reign, in heavens whofe height fublimt 
We fee, yet know not, watch, but may not climb. 
Good night, good night!” Upon the air again 

t 

Rofe the laft ftanza of his carelefs ftrain— 

« 

“ Yes, he who loves thee dies, Lurline ! 

^ Loft, loft in loving thee ; 

And I am loft for thee, Lurline, 
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\s thou art loft for me, 

Lurlinc ! Lurline ! Lurlinc!” 


vear ’ We were in London. She and I — 
i and my wife. Oh, bitter memory ! 

''' heic the Nepenthe that will wafti away 
The black remembrance of that byegone day r 

rime only adds acutenefs to the pain, 

* 

And deeper darkneis to fhame's unworn ftain. 

I hate iTiyfelf —not her. She was—my h'atc, 
i iK> mean lor vengeance, far too low for hate. 

Lv e do not hate the reptile, though it flings, 
c do not rend the wrinkled vulture's wings, 
!>ut, loathing, leave him to his hideous prey; — 
Hate would have honoured her too rtiuch, I fiy. 
Where loftieft trees are ftricken, weeds, exempt, 
-^.re left to flourifti, flieitered by contempf. 


1 was not happy! No—fair words, IweeJ looks. 
And pretty phrafes, learned, perhaps, from books 
All thefe are charming — exquifitc, when youtj^ 
And beauty lend them grace, but are not — truth. 
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Oh, fpurious gold ! How hard I tried to dream 
Thou wert, indeed, the thing that thou would’ft feem; 
How gladly let her bind my willing eyes, 

And lull my charmed car with tuneful lies j 
Taking the outfidc colour for the true, 

I would not look beneath that furfacc hue; 

With burniflicd coin of empty compliment 
She paid my fterling truth ; and I, content, 

Took—all fhc had to give — not quite deceived ; 

At moft, I but believed that I believed. 

A year ! the London fcafon at its height, 

And fhe furrounded by a motley throng; 

In crowds fhc pafTes every day a/id night, 

And queensu't over all. It was not long 
Before fhc took her ftand, and wore her crown 
So newly won, as hers by right of birth. 

The fovereign of the world—at Icaft, the town. 

To her, I think, Mayfair was all the earth. 

The heavens a canopy to roof Mayfair, 

And fcarcely atmofphere paft Belgrave Square. 
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What, then, was I ? Her fatellitc—her groom. 
When fhe received, to walk about the room 
And talk to thofc too dull for her regard, 

('>r to hil up an invitation card ; 

Read her new books before fhe read them, and 
Form a rough view, that fhe could underftand. 
Retail and paraphrafe at fecond hand ; 

At her grand levees ftand behind the throne; 

Hand her to dinner when we dined afone; 

And be, in fliort, what fhe would have me be. 

Her favourite footman out ofiivcry,— 

For ever ready, anfwering to her beck. 

To hold her lap-dog or to fign a cheque. 

One night in every week fhe fet apart 
For mufic. The beft mafters of the art. 

With crowds of the diftinguifhed amateurs. 
Flocked every Friday to her open doors. 

Gluck, Beethoven, Mozart! oh, how each name 
Can bring back the old dead unburied fhame; 
Slave to alTociation, how I hate 
Each detail in the background of my fate,— 
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A book, a flower, a paper on a wall, 

A patch of garden glimmering through a hnll, 

A pi<£turc — n^iy, a fentcnce, will recall 

That period, with its torture ftamped on all. 

I hate the ftreete, the rquares, the atmofphere, 

One month of all months in the hateful year ; 

^ • 

And nev'er feel fo truly defoiate 

As when the liitgering days drag round that date. 

t 

One Friday night—the windows to the grouiul 
Were opened. 'I'hofe afl'embled crowded round 
The grand piano, at which fomc one fang. 
Whom, I know not. The high foprano rang 
Up to the lofty roof, clear, filver, fwcet. 

And fhowered refrcfhing mufic on the heat. 

Until its very tlearnefs founded cool 
As falling water. Heaven knows the fchool 
To which the air belonged—their jargon was 
An unknown tongue to me. T^'hcy lectured, as 
Mullc h/id been geometry, and made 
With rule and compafs — like the builder’s trade- 
Donp by arithmetic, and ftricl control 
Of fa(Sts and figures, not by heart and foul. 
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As when a man fays, “ Let all ages drink 
'Fhis melody and feel the thought I think. 

Which I think thus—I cannot give them more ; 

My foul, heart, /elf, are fet down in the fcore,” 

And thus we’ve fame “ Hope told a fluttering tale,” 
Some “ Moonlight,” or fome carneft funeral wail, - 
Like the “ Dead March in Saul,” which feems to weep 
For every foldier carried to his fleep,^ 

Such tears as foldiers may. Olivia flood 
Near the piano. Her moft brilliant mood 
I think fhe wore that night. Her fparkling face. 

Her dafhing raillery, her perfect grace. 

Made her the centre of admiring eyes ; ' 

While eager lifteners waited her replies, 

And caught them with a laugh before they fell. 

As filver tongue that llrikes a lllver bell. 

She flood behind the finger, I before; • 

She, facing the wide open drawing-room door, 

I facing her. Behind her fpread one flieet* 

Of looking-glafs, in which from head to feet 
All entering were refledled. When the fbng 
Was done, there was a fli^tter in the throng. 


K 
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A gentle ruftling of filken clrefs 
And compliments, whofe graceful curclcll'nefs 
Was inlblently charming. 'Fhen they drew 
Round Lady Avonly. “ You’ll hng. Ah ! you 
W ill fing that long I’ve dreamed about fince when 
You lang it laft — Oh, let us hear again 
The mournful mulic !” “ N^yj Lord Lionel, 

The enthuhaft’s tone, indeed, becomes you well,” 
She anfwcred, laughing : “ ’ I'is an idle thing. 
That fojig of mine—but, at your willi. I’ll ling.” 
They crowded round the iiiilrument. Still I 
Stood facing it. Heaven knows, I know not, why 
My attention wandered from my wife, the crowd, 
I'he lymphony, the fong; though I was proud 
'Fo have her f6 admired, and feldom took 
My eyes from her on duller things to look. 

That nigl]t, I fay, 1 wandered, and a gloom 
Strangely at variance with the brilliant room. 

And ftill more brilliant crowd, came over me. 
Wrapped in that ftrange and fudden reverie, 

I lea{ied my head upon my hand, and let 
My fancy wander back to when I met 
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Olivia firft; and with that moment came 
The foreign ftrcet, the clouds of crirpfon flame 
Low in the evening Ikies j her golden hair . 
Streaming like funfliinc on the fouthern air. 

As this came back flic fang. I let her long 
Mix with the tide that carried me along, 

Until her words—thatfccne — the finkinjr fun — 

• 

Mufic and memory melted into one. 

“ (Jh ftars, that (hinc on diftant waves ! 

Oh ftars, that light unhonoured graves ! 
Alone ye faw departed years, 

And ye alone fliall watch my tears. 

“ Oh ! tender, filvcr rays, that fell 
Upon the head I loved fo well ; 

Ye know the paft, eternal beams. 

And ye alone can read my dreams. 

“ So guard my fecret till the laft, 

Stars of the prefent and the paft, 

Unchanged where all are changed, remaiw 
Sole filent records of my pain. 
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“ Then ftill look down on diftant waves. 

For ever light unhonoured graves ! 

For.few the years, before ye fhine. 

Lamps of the quiet night, on mine ! ” 

“ Lamps of the quiet night, on mine ! ** She raifed 
Her eyes with the laft jiote, and fuddcn gazed 

I 

With one brief glance of terrified furprife ; 

Only one lightning flafli in the blue eyes. 

And the fun back again, ere you could fay 
The lightning had eclipfed the fairer ray. 

J looked up at the ending of the fong. 

And faw that glance that (hot acrofs the throng 
Out towards the door—then looking to the glals 
In that beheld who the new comer was. 

Italy—Naples—all the fummcr fcene, 

And that low, mournful ftrain—“ Lurline ! Lurline 
Flafhed back, as, framed before me, tall and proud, 
O’ertopping with dark head the Englilh crowd. 
Stood «the Italian—Carlo Angelo. 

Was it at fight of him Ihe ftarted fo ? 
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No, furcly ; for how carcleflly fhe faid,— 

“ I think 1 fee, my lord, above your head, 

An old Italian friend. You don’t forget . 

'I'he finger whom one night, you know, you met 
At Naples, and whofe fmging charmed you fo? 
What, you in London, Signor Angelo ? ^ 

You fing this fcafon, then, I fijney ?” “ No. 

No, Lady Avonly, I do not fmg; ^ 

I’d other motives ftrong enough to bring 

Me fuddenly to England-” “ And they are — 

“ Not worth alluding to. 1 would go far 
To hear you fmg that old fong to the ftar.*’ 

When firft he entered, why—why did (he ftart? 
Confummatc miftrefs of confummate art! 

I did not know her then, and it might be, 

I thought, fome old, old chord in memory 
Was ftruck upon by fight of Angelo; • 

And, if I doubted, let the fhadow go. 

I was too proud to doubt. Poor fool! I thought 
My love had won the thing my gold had bought. 
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1 law no more of Angelo—he went 
Back, as fhe told me, to the Continent. 

I felt a ftratige relief in knowing this. 

We feldom fpoke of him. The precipice 

On which I flood, with flowers and I'unfhine crowned. 

Fair to the eye as an enchanted ground. 

Gave no hint of the gulf beneath. The light. 

Born of the vile miafinas of the night, 

1 took for funfhine. Once, indeed, I faid— 

(DrelTed for a ball, with flowers about her head. 

She flood before a glafs, the dufky room 
Lit only by two tapers, through the gloom 
She glittering like a gem)—“ This Angelo, 

When did you know him firfl ?” “ When did I know- 
When did I know him firfl } So long ago, 

I fcarcc can tell how long. He ufed to come 
So often to my father’s ; *twas his home 
♦Almofl in Naples. Ah, poor Carlo ! he 
Is, as the wwld fays, his own enemy; 

Gambles and lounges through the idle day, 

Flinging «his chance of name and fame away. 
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I am lb forry for him ! ” Oh ! if Heaven 
Had Itruclc her dead as fhe laid that, and given 
Her foul hack to the hell from whence it came — 
How fcornfully hij'mciante f “ Name and fame 
He throws away, poor Angelo !” A fmile 
On her falfe, roly lips, and all the while 
One idle fnii'cr twirling round her wrift 
A coil of glittering gold, that with each twill: 

Jingled and made a mufic. “ Let us go, 

Wc waltc our time, to talk of Angelo,” 

She faid ; there are Ibmc men who never rife, 

For whom earth holds no better, higher prize 
"Fhan idle hcnirs and cloudlefs lummer Ikies ; 

And he is one. But you. Lord Avonly, 

Spring from another race than fuch as *hc; 

For yours is ancient blood, whofe (anguine fount 
ALny fail in death, but while it flows muft piount.” 

(Poor fool! whom tinfel fuch as this could bjind. 
Never to guefs the bafenefs hid behind). 

Ady lovely ftatuc ! well, and thou wert fair. 
Heaven in thy deep blue eyes and golden hair ! 
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What had I loved thee for ? ^'hy lovclinefs ! 

That never changed, or faded, or was Icfs 
Than when it Ihone on the Italian ftreet. 

f 

Yes, that was true, though all the reft a cheat. 

And was not that enough ? What though thy feet 

Were bafeft clay, my ftatue—it were meet 

« * 

I learned through thee mere beauty’s worth, my fweet. 

« 

I learned that lovely lips can utter lies, 

« 

And cruel glances look from funny eyes ; 

I learnt the fterling worth of golden curls. 

Teeth glittering, twin rows of pccrlefs pearls ; 

A Grecian nofe and chin, a fnowy brow. 

Smooth, alabafter, claflical, and low. 

Strange ! Thefe things do not form a perfect whole, 
And feem to want'a fomething—wanting foul! 

I had been ou^ of town. *Twas in July, 

,Hot mifts obfeured the bright meridian Iky, 

The ftreets jvere thin, the pavements hot and dry; 

No breath of air, not one cool, pitying breeze, 

Stirred tl^e fcorched leaves upon the dufty trees. 
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When I rode homewards in a cabriolet, 

Through the metropolis that fummer’s day. 

The bufinefs that had (ijmmoned me away- 
Some trivial matter touching an eftate 
(Left by an uncle’s will to me of late) 

My agent could not do—had been achieved 
With lefs delay than I could have believed 
It could be done. So I returned before 

I 

1 was expedfed j driving to the door, 

I pafled the porter : ere I was aware, 

I flood upon the landing of the flair; 

An icy horror lifted up my hair, 

My heart turned cold and flopped, and then I knew 
I never really thought this woman true. 

That quick revulfion told me all—I had 
^cen blinded—but not blind—I had been mad. 

Not duped—falfe to my foul and fenfe, as f|je. 
Although fo true to hell, was falfe to me. 

I leaned againft the pale, medallioned wall— 

The flairs, the glimpfe of garden through the hal^, 
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With orange-trees that never blew, and flowers 
That withered flowly through the hot noon hours, 
The drawing-room doors before me, and the light 
Down-fhining, foftened by the lofty height 
Through a glafs dome above my head. All thefc. 

As pieSfures painted upon raging fcas 
Might feem to a man fea-flek, feemed to me. 

This but a moment—I had need to be 
Myfelf— tnyfelf —if in my chequered life 
Once only —now — for now I knew my wife. 

Olivia and the man whofc voice I heard — 

Death, fhame, and madnefs in each polfoned word— 
Were in one drawing-room, that they called the blue. 
To gain this ybu might pafs another through. 

And enter by an archway, not a door, 

A velvet-furtained archway, and no more 
Between the two rooms. This I flood behind 

And heard- And yet I’m not out of my mind, 

Piflols arc in the world, dark rivers run, 

And flill I live to look upon the fun. 
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“ What if I fhould fpcak out ? By Heaven, I will! 
Your pretty phrafes (hall not keepjne ftill.*’ 

’Twas Angelo who fpokc—“ Nor yet my gold?** • 
“ No, keep the paltry price for which you fold 
Your paltry foul. You only waftc your breath 
In brlbijig me. Go, afk old age or death 

I'o keep aloof, and fliun your lofty door: 

# 

When they fhall liften, I will—not before. 

You faw the Duke to-day. You want to wear 
His ftrawberry leaves upon your yellow hair.’* 

She laughed a fliort triumphant laugh—her eyes 
Shone with a wicked light, like lurid Ikies, 

That finile, and yet mean death. “ What if I fpcak. 
And give my heart one joy before it break— 

Die of a furfeit of hate’s deadly luft, 

(You, lovely lady, crawling in the dull) 

What if I fpeak ?** “ You will not, Angelo ; 

Your hate fays yes, but ftili your love fays no ; 

For you do love me, Carlo Amico ! ” 

I faw her, and I did not kill her, reft 

Her golden head upon the young man’s breaft,, 
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And look up with fuch tender, trufting eyes 

As little children lift up to the (kies 

When told Who reigns above the ftars. She took 

His ftrong right hand in hers, and on it (hook 
* 

A rain of tears. She cried. I’ve faid, at will. 

“ Will you betray me. Carlo ? You can kill. 

But to the laft, my foul, you’ll love me ftill.” 

He looked down at her, and I pitied him, 

I—I, his deadlieft foej his eyes were dim 
With mifts that fwam their blazing fires above. 
And drowned revenge and hate in depths of love. 

“ I love you ftill! Alas ! alas ! my fate, 

Unlefs 1 loved you ftill, I could not hate. 

Xhofe fires together die, together burn. 

And hate is only love without return. 

Have I not loved you ? thrown my life away ? 
Wafted a year to be with* you a day ? 

Spent fieeplefs nights in pondering your words, 
Outwatched the ftars and rifen ere the birds. 

To pace long hours beneath your window-fill, 
And^know you and creation flumbered ftill ? 
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Ami not beggared for your father’s fake ? 

With open eyes I caft all on a flake; 

Glad to be cheated when he held the dice, 

* « 

And deaf to friendly warning and advice. 

And now, the Duke, the Duke! Upon your head 
You’d wear that coronet when he is dead 
Whom for his coronet you pleafed to wed.” 

“ Pfhaw, Carlo I if the Duke has dared to fay- 

“ Dared! ” He laughed bitterly. “ I mind the day 
When meaner men have thought they honoured you, 
Stooping the gamefter’s lovely child to woo. 

Well! if the Duke has dared to lift his eyes 
Up to my lady, that is, to the fkies — 

What then, Olivia ? ” “ Only, nothing then ; 

Why more to me the Duke than other men ? 

I never loved but you.” “ Your hufband “ He ? 
One fmilc of concentrated mockery 
Lit up her face. “ Carlo, 1 think you do 
Love me a little, though you hate me too ; i 
And yet your love is not the love men know 
Who win the thing they cherifti, Angelo.” 
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She looked him in the face. His back was turned 

To me. On her pale cheek there hotly burned 

•One crimfon fpot,—a heiftic fever flufli, 

% 

A fire, a flame, a blaze, but not a blulh. 

Her hand — hen — trembled, as flie laid 
Her fingers upon his. “ When he is dead 

t 

I fhall be free — but until then -” he cauGiht 

His hand from hers. “ Oh, if 1 read your thought, 

I 

You are—worfe than—yourlelf! Olivia, no, 

1 am not that you take me for, although 
I fhould be capable of all, 'tis true. 

In being capable of loving you.” 

She fneering faid, “ I fummoned you to-day 
To end a farce, and not to ad! a play ; 

So keep your powers for La Sonnambula^ 

And your reproaches for your Amina; 

Your haijdfomc face becomes this haughty rage. 
And your loud anger only lacks — the ftage. 

Say that you love me not, fo be it, go ! 

But if you love me. Carlo Angelo, 

Prove that your love is love. Ay, Carlo, pfrove 
The wideft meaning of that wide word—love.” 
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“ Speak out,” he faid, “ I’ll take no hints from looks 
And wicked flaflies from your cruel eyes j 
You’ve read of Southern villains in your books, 

And peopled Italy with villanies. 

You think I hide a dagger in my breaft. 

And murder Ikulks beneath my filkcn veft ; 

\'ou have read wrong—we do not kill — we figfit, 

» 

Ajid hold our only foes the foes of right. 

I will not flay your fair-haired boy, nor be 
One blot the more on fallen Italy.” 

“ Who talked of flaying him ? you choofe your phrafe 
h'rom old Pilinerva novels and (lage-plays; 

If you would have me fpeak out, and be told 
W hat would have told itfelf to one lefs cold. 

And have been— done —ere this. You and the Earl 

Might quarrel, might you not? Say he fliould hurl 
Your opera-linging in your face, and you 

Call it an infult—bitterer, being true ; 

And then—and then — that place they call Chalk Farm, 
Where trodden grafs revives beneath the warm 
Eife-blood of better men. You know the reft. 

A bullet piercing to the left the breaft— 
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A nine days’ wonder—then old Italy, 

Fortune, and all the world for you and me ! 

Ah, if you love me as you fay, 1 know 

I 

We might be happy. Carlo Angelo.” 

She laid her head upon his fhoulder, and 

Twined in his waving hair one tiny hand, 

( » 

Standing on tip-toe till flie caught the curls 
Through which her fingers gliftened white as pearls. 

I 

“ Lurline ! Lurline ! ” Ah, fiflicrmcn, beware 
The cruel fyren with the golden hair ! 

They made a pretty pidlure, with the light 
Flickering about their heads. Her brow was bright. 

Her check was flufhed, her rofy lips apart. 

Her white drefs fluttering with her beating heart; 

With upturned look towards his darkening face 
She flood befide him in unfludied grace, 

All purity without, all guilt within— 

A lovely image of incarnate fin. 

But fuddeply he flung her hand away. 

“ Thank God, I know you now ! thank God,” he faid, 
“ My e^es are opened, late though come the day, 

I know you, and know why you’d have him dead ! 
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Tt flaflies on me with a fuddcn light 

That ferves to fliow the darknefs of the night; 

You’d have him dead, you’d fee him fall, and you • 
So falfe to him, to me would ftill be true,— 

I 'o me, whom you betrayed a year gone by : 

And left to curfc your falfehood — or to die ! 

J fee it all, and looking through your look, 

1 read beneath it as I’d read a book : 

You’d have me kill him — and you’d wed the Duke ’ 
Love me ! You never loved ! Your wicked heart. 
Choked up with perjury, brimful of art. 

Never had room for love to hold its place — 

Love is a lie you wear upon your face : 

Cto choole elfcwherc your tool; I am not he, 

To be lieutenant in your treachery. 

I know you—and I*ve loved you. Do you know 
he oath I regiftered a year ago, 

When I returned from Rome and heard thgm fay 
The moirow was to be your wedding-day ? 

I Iwore to drag you down into the mire, 

1 o llnp your veil ofF, and to fhow your hre 

JL 
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And you were in one plot, he,-—trickftcr, thief; 

You, guilty, willing tool, and he the chief. 

1 fworc to do this ! “ Which you did not do ; 

< 

In loving, Angelo, I truftcd you : 

We cannot love the thing we do not truft-” 

“ That’s falfe ! ” he faid, “ 1 love you ftill, and muft, 

< • 

Although I know you; yes, I know, 1 know ; 

And through the* morning in your face, below 

I 

See the black night concealed within your breaft. 

Yet for the lovely mafle give up my reft. 

It is not you I love—your golden hair. 

Your deep blue eyes, fweet fmile, and ftately air j 

Your Grecian nofe a ftraight line from the brow. 

Your mouth that fteals its mould from Cupid’s bow ; 

I have gone mad for thefe. 1 might as well 

Die for a picture done by Raphael j 

The painted canvafs would be quite as true 

And full as capable of love as you.” 

“ Rail or\,” (he faid, “ your love is like the reft ; 

A noily torrent, impotent at beft. 

And wondrous loud from very (liallownefs. 

I’ve dreamed of other love I do confefs— 
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A love that deals in deeds, that will achieve, 

And pointing to its work, cry out, ‘ Believe — 

Believe by this—in this — through this behold 
Whether my arm be weak, or heart i>e cold ! ’ 

I’ve dreamed of love that overthrew the world 
And all the nations into chaos hurled ; 
rhen built a palace on the wreck to dwell 
With her it loved, not wifely, mind, but well. 

But there were giants in thofe days. I thought 
A lo\ XT was a Hercules who brought 

O 

Ncni:ean lions to his miftrefs’ throne. 

And threw them down for her to tread upon. 

And yet, and yet-” She, paufing fuddenly 

Turned to a window with an aviary. 

In which the birds flew loofe ’midft hothoufe flowers. 
Singing their foreign fongs in genial bowers; 

With one white finger through the ^>ars (he played 
With a green parroquet’s gay plumed head. 

She leaned her curls againft the gilded wir^. 

Her drooping lafhes veiled the vivid fires 
That had illumed her eyes ; one carelefs hand 
Twined in and out a purple curtain band. 
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The diamonds on her fingers glittering bright 
Until they feemed on fire with the light; 

Di^awn through the wires by the fummer air, 

And flickering in the fun, her tangled hair 
Blew in upon the bird. A lazy fmile 
Slept on her rofy, parted lips the while, 

And juft above her head one heavy rofe 
Drooped down to kifs her hair. In fair repofe 
A model for a Titian fhe reclined; 

In beauty leaving all the flowers behind. 

That trembled round her in the fummer wind. 

A 

Up to his fouthern face, in hues of flame. 

The fouthern torrent of his paffion came ; 

“ Oh, what if Death comedown,” he faid, “for you ? 
Why queftion whether you are falfe or true ? 

Why queftion aDght—enough to know —you are — 
You are, and I adore you. Ah, my ftar. 

My lode-ftar, meteor, ignis fatuus ! 

Why do I rave and rail about you thus ? 

What can I do but follow where you lead, 

And blindly ferve you, fovereign, in your ii' 
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Do with me what you will—but only ftiine— 

Your light for weal or woe alone is mine, 

And I unutterably more than thine.” 

She drew her white hand from the wsres, and laid 
rhc flender fingers in his palm, then faid:— 

“ How the old time comes back with the old ^hrafe— 
Yo\ir words reanimate departed days, 

While galvanized by paffion, youth returns. 

And from life’s afhes. Love, the Phoenix, burns— 

Ah, truft me, Angelo, when I am free. 

I’ll prove how well I can be worthy thee.” 

“ You fliall be free,” he faid. “ Since, at the worft. 
For you I fcarcely can be more accurft j 
My creed, career, my honour, and my name. 

My country, kinfmen, fortune, peace, fair fame,— 

All thefc, long flnce, for you 1 flung away. 

And ftand before you reft of all to-^ay; , 

Only from blood, at leaft, my hands are free ; 

But vain the boaft—they fliall be ftained ipr thee !” 
His voice was hoarfc, he ffaggered to the door— 
“farewell! ” he cried. “ Nay, Carlo, au revoir.** 
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She waved her white hand with the parting words, 
And then rcfunied her trifling with the birds. 

'I'he blufh-rofe ftill dipped down to kifs her hair, 

I 

Her curls ftill wantoned with the fummer air ; 

Upon her rounded check another role 

Bloomed freftier than the flowers, and fair as thofe ; 

I 

The red lips never parted with their fmile. 

And yet her thought was — murder—all the while. 
She built air-caftlcs ’thwart a lea of blood, 

And would have waded through the crimfon flood 

O 

To reach her worldly foul’s fupremeft good. 

He met me on the flair. His cheek grew white, 

(1 little doubt I was a ghaflly fight,) 

He reeled againft the gilded baluftrade. 

While from his eves the fever feemed to fade— 
Their light all dying out—and thus we met j 
As then I faw that man I fee him yet; 

Still fee the young, the pale Italian face, 

With that dark fomething of an Eaftcrn race 
Darkening its beauty. Still I fee the change 
In which each lineament feemed new and ftrange, 
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So that his brother might have pafTcd unknown 
'Fhat livid mafk of animated ftone. 

I faid but this : “ Signor, ’twixt you and me, 

« 

What need of words, the blood of one muft b 




An offering to the other’s injury. 

\A c have no quarrel. Nay, arc friends in this, 

... * • * 

Both on that fair-haired fiend have fet our blifs, 

* * 

Both have been dancing puppets in*hcr hand, 
Building life’s paiace on the fickle fand j 
Now amidft ruin both together ftand, 

And muft until one falk.” He bowed his head. 

Let it be fi), ’tis beft, 'tis well,” he faid, 

“ In her Delilah prefcncc I have grown 
A loathfome thing I {brink to look upon j 
And fliould again become the fame ; her fpell 
Would lure me down into the depths of hell. 

Or fhed a wicked glamour round thS place 
rill hell feemed heaven, and damnation, grace i 
dancing puppet!—you ! You never were 
What I was to that witch with golden hair ; 

She never loved you—and to you, her eyes 
That caught their colour from Italian fkies, 
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Have been the fkies without the ftars—they flionc 

J 

Full conftcllations upon me alone, 

Bccitufe, with all her falfehood, fhe was true 

In loving me, but never loving you. 

Such love as hers, unlit by fpark divine. 

Fickle and falfe at bcft, yet ftill was mine. 

* • 

Poor boaft — nay, rather burning fhamc to be 

i 

Worthlefs enough to pleafc with fuch as fhe ; 

I 

The fomething fhe could underftand; the thing 
She loved to look at, liftening when ’twould fing. 
Accepting all its youthful worfhipping 
Until the incenfc grew a want, and thus 
A bond of fccming love united us. 

Pfhaw ! let us end this farce, and if it be 
J'bought for its climax half a tragedy. 

May the laft dying fpeech be made by me I ” 

“ That refts with*^Heaven ! When the fun goes down, 

, At eight, you’ll meet me northward of the town.” 

He bowed.^ “ At eight,” he faid j “ fay, fomewhere near 
The place Jhe named,—Chalk Farm ; the light is clear 
At eight o’clock, and then the finking fun 

I 

* Is fo much handier than the rifing one; 
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It could not well be better, we do not 

Want friends to choofe the weapons ; name the fpot, 

And yet-” “And yet,” I faid, is leaft wvrth 

Of all the creatures on this crowded eartji 
A man fhuuld rifk his life, or leave his name, 

T o bear e’en more than its allotted lhame ; 

For the furvivor’s fake it were far beft 

To put ourfelves in other hands- rejie^' 

He faid, “ It faves us trouble, I fhall be 
Happy, my lord, whoe’er you fend to fee 
And introduce him to my deputy— 

'Fhc choice of weapons refts, I think, with me, 

Hut I decline that choice. I fence, it’s true, 

(As molt Italians, as I fiincy, do) 

And thus might have advantage over you. 

^ would not have it fo j no, let us light 

In the old Englilh fafliion-Till to-4iight! ” 

He bowed, went down the Hairs and croffed the hall. 
We had not raifed our voices once, through all 
1 his hurried dialogue, while to and fro 
Palled and repaffed the fervants in the hall; 
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Xhc footman lounging in the window, read 
'The morning paper, and ne’er raifed his head 

f 

Xo wonder what we talked of. Nt)dding, flept 
I'he porter in.his chair. Unfeen I crept 
Down {fairs, then reafeending, let my boot 
Give noify warning of my coming foot. 

And went into the drawing-room. Still her hair. 
Drawn through’gilt wires by the fummer air. 
Blinded and ve'xed her peevifh tropic birds. 

She, foothing them with pretty nonfenfe words — 
^'he broken mufic made to pleafe a child. 

She heard me enter, ffarted, turned and fmiled 
A gentle welcome, lifting up her eyes 
And eyebrows with the prettieft furprife. 

“ What joy to have you home before I dreamed. 
And yet not foon, fo long the days have feemed — 
Why do you take your hand away ? ” fhe faid. 
Then tried to lean her graceful drooping head 
Down on my fhoulder as IM feen it lay 
On Angelo’s, beneath that fame bright day. 

“ Nay, check the fervour of your v/clcomc,” 1 
Replied—“ I have returned, but hurriedly. 



Olivia. 


155 


Kn route^ into the North-” “ Is fomething wrong?” 

“ Something—fcarce worth the naming. You, ere long 
Shall know the worthlefs fomething that is wrong. 

And now, tme word, Olivia, you have bqpn 
More than my wife,— my idol, goddefs, queen ! 

M'c* might part fuddcnly. Life is at heft 
A journey fraught with danger and unreft, 

And travellers who fet out fide by fide • 

Are apt to part ere they return. My biTde, 

I’ve trulled you, and all my foul have given 
Up, with fuch faith as good men place in Heaven; 

If—if your early teaching—or your youth. 

Spent with bad men, perchance have dimmed your truth ; 
If you look back and fay, ‘ In life’s ftrange feene 
^'here is a better part that might have been - 

i^ine to have played-’ Or if your father’s fhame 

Left half its taint on you, till you becanSe 

% 

Something you were not born, loft child, to be ; 

Your guilt, lefs guilt than dark fatality,— 

If this, Olivia, were our dying day. 

Both yours and mine, what is it you would fay ? ” 
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With a feared face fhe looked at me, and then 
\yith one brief paufe looked all hcrfelf again ; 

“ What fliould I fay ?” “ Olivia, think—we might 

a 

Neither furvive, this day, outlive this night 

Have you no word—no word ? Though liftening Fate 

That one decifive whifper might await 

Ere the recording angel wrote ‘ too late,’ 

And clofed your l/ook of fin—not one—not one ?” 

“ Not one,” llie faid. “ So be it! 1 have done ! ” 

Red in the weft the fun went down, 

I riding northward of the town. 

The mingling city voices, blent 
Into one deep-toned ghorus, fent 
Their diftant murmur on the air; 

The fuburb garden-flowers bloomed fair, 

7'he tired ciJzen at reft 

1 

Sat blinking at the crimfon weft. 

That made his wine fo golden bright 
His glafs feemed filled with liquid light; 

The laughing children on the grafs 
Peeped out to fee the horfeman pafs ; 
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Red fun on the fuburban fccne,— 

Red funfliinc on the village green, 

I'he purple diftance like a fea 
Lay wrapt in fhadow fileatly— 

'The town receding as I rode 
Paft fcattered lamps that feebly glowed. 
Lit ere the fun went down, and dim 
In the great light that came frorA him — 
7'he vaft blue dome behind me rofe 
As watching o*cr the town’s repofe, 

Xhc winding river peeped between 
The roofs in gleams of golden flieen. 
The faint lights twinkling here and there 
Seemed diamonds hung on fapphire air. 

The voices of the buly crowd. 

Melted in one, now low, now loftd. 

Loft all their earthlinefs of tone,— 

Nay, had a mufic of their own. 

Till, even London feemed to be 
I'hat night a fairy town to me. 
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God’s evening peace was on the land. 

On all the imprcfs of His hand ; 

The fun gt)nc forth to other ITcies, 

* 

That linking heut he there may rife. 
And prove Death is not to the wife. 
Silence and Shadow, a«)gels twin, 
Brooded o’er earth ; yet Death and Sin, 
"I hofe darker angels, ftill were nigh, 
And did their work as filently. 

What did I think of as I rode 
Away from man and man’s abtxle, 
Acrofs the hill, till at my feet 
The meadow greens lay dewy fwcet ? — 
W'fcat did I think of? It might be 
That never more would beam on me 
God’s piclurc, Karth, to which is given 
Beauty to whif]>cr that of Heaven,— 

A fane, that bv indudlion Ihows 
The mafter-hand by which it rofe ; 

And by indudtion feems to fay 
How more than fair that Far-away, 
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Which, in its beauty wide and high, 
Surpaflcs earth unfpeakably. 

As that incalculable Iky 

(Where myriad conftellations beam. 

Remote as lamps that light a dream,— 

A golden land to common eyes, 

But worlds and lyftcms to the wife,) 

Pail'es all power of thought to rrfount. 

Or e’en its trackiefs realms to count. 

A thoufand years leave fcarcc a trace 
Of change upon that fpangled face ; 

For from the Ipot where Egypt’s lore 
Firll tried to tell the mighty law 
(T hat ruled the orbs flie nightly law) 
How by the tomb, acrofs the door, • 
One (hone — we fee it as of yore : 

It beamed on kings whofe namcs»are dead \ 
It fhone on flirincs whofe gods are fled. 

It glalTed its beauty in the Nile, 

Ofiris wandering by the fhore ; 

And with the fame eternal finile. 

Still looking down upon the door. 



l6o Olivia, 

The modern favant tells with pride 
How much its rays have moved afide, 

I And how, long ages paft, its light 
Shone further to the left or right; 

And, tracking time and fpace by this. 

Fights with creation’s mylleries. 

« 

To me, th' Afl'yrian’s creed were heft,. 

I 

And faith to me feemed Ibmething—reft ! 

So while I faw the heavens ftiine 
With light that could but be divine, 

I by the effe£t believed the caufe. 

Nor fought, nor prayed to learn its laws, 
Content to know but this—It was ! 

Content to pray that there might be 
Amongft tho/e ftars fame home for me j 
Where, pHirified by faith and tears, 

More fit to walk thofe Ihining fpheres, 

I might forget my earthly years ! 

He was before me, lying at the foot 

_ s 

Of a great oak-tree’s gnarled and rugged root; 
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H is fccond, an Italian, pacing near j 
He finging—his rich low voice riling clear 
Between the pufFs of his cigar,— a (hatch 
Of fome anacreontic drinking catch ;• 

One folded arm beneath his ruffled hair, 

'The thin fmoke curling in the balmy air. 

One idle hand entwined in the long grafs 
On which the breezes tremble as they pafs 
His drooping eyelids fliutting out the (kies 
Kept the dark fecrets of his eaftern eyes. 
Hanofomc, infouciant^ in the dying day. 

Upon the brink of night and death he lay. 

How could I kill this man ? My cautious friend 
Had brought a carriage to a green lane’s end, 

So the furvivor might efcape and fly • 

Beyond the reach of law. The quiet (ky 
Still gave clear light enough for eaclT to trace 
The lineaments of his opponent’s face. 

But no time could be loft. I never meant^ 

God knows, to kill this man—I never feht, 

Of my own will, this carelefs foul away 
To that dread land beyond the night and day. 


M 
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I would have fpared him. ’Twas my wifh to fpare. 

And yet I would not fire in the air; 

Butkfo my barrel I had meant to guide 

9 

That the dread ViHet fpeeding by his fide 
Should whiftle part him, but yet harm him not — 

So face to face upon that grafiy fpot, 

• t 

Ten paces only diftant, we were placed : 

Upon his brow a fhade of gloom I traced j 

« 

Something, fcarce forrow, more of difeontent. 

As at a wafted life ignobly fpent. 

Which might have been- Ah ! in that evening fccne 

Arofe, perhaps, that ghoft. The “ might have been ”— 
Death o’er life’s landfcape brooded darkly grim. 

And earth had no perfpedtive now for him ; 

Behind, a tracklefs wafte of recklefs years, 

Before, the myfteries of all the fpheres j 
Shut in by darknfifs as a wall of ftone, 

^ f 

Some ftiuddering dread the braveft heart might own. 

And Alexander Ihrink from—the unknown ! 


The white glove fluttered as it fell \ the prayer 
Died at my heart. He fired in the air. 
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My hair-fpring was not fct. I'he touch that ferved 
To fire, now failed. A ftronger pull — it fwerved, 
iMy piftol fwerved—a trifle it may be — 

But all a lifetime’s mifery to me 

Lay in that fwerve fcarce wider than a hair— 

Oh, God ! that I had fired in the air! 

Oh, wafted agony ! oh, futile prayer ! 

Up to the heavens arofe my great defp*air, 

As he fell bleeding to the ground- 

He died! 

In all his recklefs beauty, recklefs pride. 

I told him how I held myfelf to be 
His murderer—told all my agony— 

What I had meant. He fmiled. “ Thank God ! ” he faid. 
His fecond raifing up his feeble head, 
llis wandering hand ftretched blindly towards my own, 
In which it lay, cold, heavy as a ftone* 

With that laft deadly dampnefs in its grafp 

That holds life fpell-bound in death’s lingering clafp j 

Faft-gathering dews upon his pallid brow, 

For ever faded that faint crimfon glow 
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Which through the pallor of his cheek had fhone 
Like (hadowed rofes upon marble thrown, 

He say half in my arms, half on the ground j 
I ufed my handkerchief to ftaunch his wound. 

The foft white cambric fcarcely ftayed the flood 
That Ifeepcd and dyed it in his welling blood. 

The doctor we brought with us, fhook his head 
As two light fingers on his wrift he laid ; 

There was no hope. I tried in vain to trace 
One gleam of hope in that averted face ; 

He, Carlo, fpoke, the life-blood ebbing iaft. 

And every accent weaker than the laft: 

“ Oh, God be praifed, you’ve killed me ! this will reft 
On that vile golden head ! If in that breaft 
The bad heart holds one throb—I’ll not fay, human,— 
If in this dreadful creature, mifcalled woman,— 

In this incarnate Curfe, if yet there be 
Anything—fentient! ftie will think of me ! 

Not weep for me—ftie keeps her tears for fhow. 

Not grieve for me — fhe knows but a£ted woe: 

But fhe may yet—remember ! May my face. 
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Ghaftly before her through all time and fpace. 
Her ftiuddering, loathing dread, in every place, 
Haunt her, till, dying after weary years. 

My words ftill ring upon her deafened ears; 
Before her fading fight my features rife. 

Hate on my lips and horror in my eyes; 

While o’er her drowning life mj^ curfes roll. 

And I difputc with Satan for her fou^— 

T ell her, I curfed her, with my lateft breath 
Hoarded for that anathema in-death !” 

rhey tried to hurry me away — they faid 
That I muft fly. I bade them bear the dead 
Home in the carriage they had brought for me; 

1 would ride back alone—then crofs the f^a; 
Would ftart that night for Dover, but muft do 
Some bufinefs ere I went. The darlcncfs, grew 
Out of the evening—night arofe. Oh, where 
(While their ftiff burden with the clufterin^hair 
And white ftill face, the quiet feconds bear). 
Where was the foul, gone forth upon the night ? 
No faith to guide its wings, no lamp to light 
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The dark, dark way.—Would God heard the prayer 
I concentrated in that dread word—Where ? 

I tu’J'iied my horfe towards the diftant dome, 

And through the'darknefs filently rode—home ! 

Lights in the drawing-rooms. Lights upon the flair, 
The bufy fervants hurrying here and there ; 

The notes of a piano on the night. 

Through the confervatory’s rofe-hued light. 

Stole out upon the flreet. A joyous fong, 

7'rilled in the clear notes I had known fo long. 

Came ringing on my ear. A gay refrain 
Mixed with a hoarfe voice that took up the ft rain 
In tones that marred the melody—before 
Thofe who admitted me had clofed the door, 

I afked, “ Who’s with her ladyftiip ? ” “ The Duke 

Of Lindefmere, nay lord,” A pitying look, 

Half forrow, half contempt, I feemed to trace 
On this m?n’s — an old fervant's—quiet face. 

“ He dined here with my lady.” “ Tete-a-tete 
“ Your lordftiip, yes.” “Tell them my horfe may wait.” 
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I ftrode up-ftairs, and in a moment more 
Stood by the inner drawing-room’s curtained door; 
She Hit at the piano—’neath a globe 
Of ground-glafs filled with chaftened light—her robe, 
Rich velvet of the fapphire’s changing hue, 

Light in the light, in fhadow darkly blue. 

In contraft with her waving yellow hair, 

Made the fair falling locks more golden fair. 

And colour warmed the beauty fomething cold 
Until fhe fhone enfhrined in blue and gold j 
Like fome medijeval faint behind a glafs. 

Which all the faithful bow to as they pafs. 

The Duke, a roue, fixty years of age. 

Stood nodding, as fhe fang, above the page— 

I'his was the game fhe played then—this the prize, 
I'he end and aim of all her villanies ! 

I let the curtains fall behind me, an_ 

Stood oppofite the group ; her rapid hand 
Running a brilliant fcale, fo fudden flopped. 

So fuddenly the Duke the mufic dropped, 
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So fuddenly I broke upon the two 
With tumbled hair, and brow of aflien hue, 

f 

(I faw my face reflected in a glafs, 

r 

And in my madnefs wondered whofe it was). 

So fudden all the fcene, it well might feem 
Some painter’s fancy of a dreadful dream, 

• I 

In gaudy colouring and lurid light 

A pidtured vifion of unreal affright. 

« 

Olivia was the firft to fpeak. “ You play 

A fort of comedy, my lord, to-day, 

I fcarcely thought-” “ You fcarcely thought,” I faid 

“ I fhould return; you’re wrong, ’tis he is dead : 

Give me your hand. I’ve fomething for you — this ! 

A handkerchief. You afk not what it is ; 

’Tis that you prayed for, if I underftood 

% 

Your words to-day ; ’tis blood, my lady, blood ! 

Your will is done,'you’ve worked your wicked fpell; 
And yet your plot has failed !—The wrong man fell!” 
The blood-ftained handkerchief was in her hand,— 

I* 9 

“ Whofe blood ? ” Ihe fhrieked j “ Oh, let me underftand 
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There’s fome one mad here !—Angelo !” fhe faid, 
Clafping two frantic hands about her head,— 

“ Oh, let me underftand—he is not dead ! — 

He dead ! And you. -alive ! ” “ Qlivia, yes . 

Who would not (ympathife with your diftrefs ? 

Not for his death your anguifti, but my life ! — 

His Grace there cannot have you for a wife. 

You think perhaps,—you’re wrong,*—the law unties 
Such knots as ours. My lord, behold your prize ! 

If you can take this mafs of guilt and lies,— 

If charms that fmell of charnel-houfes pleafe. 

And you find light in eyes as falfc as thefe,— 

If you can lull your dying head to reft. 

And figh your foul out upon fuch a breaft,— 

N 

If that bright head and wealth of golden hair. 

With every crime upon it, ftill feem fair,— 

lake her! —worft hatred fcarce couW wifh you worfe: 

In having her, your Grace has every curfe ! ” 

Beating wild hands on her dilhevelled head. 

And crying out, “ *T is falle ! he is not dead ! — 

Carlo—adored—Amico ! Dead !—no, no : 

Come and difprove them, Carlo Angelo ! ” 
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In a mad rage jfhe flung the Duke afide, 

And ruflied towards the door. “ My life ! ” fhe cried, 
I never loved but you ! I lied—I lied ! 

t 

Only my lips ^verc falfe j my heart was true, 

And never trembled in its faith to you. 

Carlo, come back—come back, and let me be 
A beggar by your fide ; but come to me ! ” 

F'oam at her lips, and madnefs in her gaze. 

Her light hair, glittering with her diamonds* rays, 
Shaken in tangled fhowers upon her drefs. 

In very waftc of wanton lovelincfs, 

Her fhoulders gleaming through the fhining blue, 

% 

Like fnow-clad mountains through night’s purple hue, 
She ruflied to where I flood acrofs the door. 

Tottered^ and fell down death-like on the floor; 

I'he Duke, affrighted, leaning wildly o’er 
7'his fallen fiend ! 


I never faw her more. 
Except in dreams or fever,— ne’er again. 
With waking eyes and unbewildercd brain. 
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Beheld the fatal lovelinefs that made 

I'he terror and the madnefs of my life ; 

• *' 

And only knew by that one darkening (hade 
That blighted all my days — I had a* wife ! 

There was a trial. I was free, they faid,— 

PVee, with that young man’s blood upon my head,— 
Free from the chains that bound me’ to her—free ! 

She and the Duke in Paris, where, they fay. 

He is the flavc before her footftool, ftie 

The toaft, the wit, the beauty of the day,— 

The unfunned fnow itfelf for purity ! — 

I, prince of Machiavellian villany ; 

She victim of a vile confpiracy ! 

“ So runs the world away,” the poet fays, 

And “ fomc muft weepand by^the Naples fhore. 
Where I flrag out the remnant of my days. 

There is a grave, wild myrtles trailing o’^er, 
’Tangled with arbutus flowers \ the grafs 

White with fpring’s fnow, the wood anemone: 

The fun and moonbeams kifs it as they pafs: 
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The diftant murmurs of the founding fca 
Whifpcr the fecrets of Infinity j 
While all creation’s myriad voices blend 
To fpeak God’s comfort, “ Death is not the end ! ” 
Here, refting from the world’s great puppet-ftiow, 

His fhort hour flitted, Carlo Angelo 

% 

Lies in that flumber, of whofe quiet eafe 
Only the angels keep the awful keys. 

Thus runs the world away ! I fometimes hear 
Some wandering echoes from my lady’s fphere,— 
The lift of guefts at the laft ball fhe gave, 

I read, low lying by her lover’s grave — 

“ His Grace’s diplomatic dinner, where 

His Maje'fty-” The wandering fouthern air 

Fluttered the leaves, while high above my head 
The woodlark fang,— they did not wake the dead; 
Her heartlefs triumph touched him not: the bird 
Might fipg its loudeft, but he never ftirred! 

I made a pi(9:ure of her in my mind, 

And painted this upon the fummer wind. 
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A wicked woman,—weary of her life, 

Hcrfelf, her foul, her wickednefs ; at ftrife 
With God and Heaven, for Hell watched to claim 
And hold her by her felf-forgcd bonds of fhame j 
A wretch, whofc every hour and every day 
Was falfcly brilliant as a long ftage-play,— 

Who dragged her fteps beneath a golden chain. 
And made contortions fmiles to bide»her pain,— 
Who hated all the world, and defolate 
'Turned on herfelf the remnant of her hate. 

I faw her, after fome great day, let fell 
Tlie lovely mafk Ihc’d worn at fete and ball i 
I watched her frightened ftart and {hudder, as 
She looked on her firft wrinkle in the glafs; 
Linked to a man flie openly defpifed, 

^Self-fold for glories fhe no longer prized ;* 

Care by her pillow brooding through«the night. 
And memgry waking earlier than the light j 
Old age, her terror, ever creeping near. 

And ftealing fome new beauty every year ; 
Abandoned to a reftlefs difeontent. 

Too wicked to have courage to repent; 
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With frequent opiates Toothing her falfe breaft. 

And cheating Time, her torture, with falfe reft ; 

» 

Counting the hours by length of agony. 

Still forced to live, becaufc afraid to die ; 
Dreading to glance behind, but dreading more 
One fearful look to the black gulf before j 
With neither faith in God nor hope in Heaven, 
Tearlefs, impenitent, unbleft, unftiriven,— 

Her only prayer to outraged mercy this, 

^Xhat God, beholding all her miferies. 

Would, in His fcorn for one too low to hate, 

' Be pitiful, and but—annihilate ! 

I thought not of his Grace,— for what was he. 
That I fhould number him my enemy ? 

Why fliouM one vengeful pulfe my bofom ftir ? 
What need have I of vengeance ? — He has her ! 



■UNDER THE STGAMORES. 


G 


OD guard that fpot beneath the {ycamores 


•Where blood was filed once by a woman’s hand ! 
Man (buns the dark fiiadc of thofc fycamorcs : 

There night is blackeft—there the winter’^ wind 
*^Shrieks fiirilleft—or in loud prophetic voice, 

With fitful wailings through the fhont’ning days. 

Seems as il knew the ftory of the place 
And tried to tell it in harlh fyllables, 

To fcare all fentient things from fiieltering there. 

T he fmiling fummer there can only frown, 
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For the thick trees fhut out the funny Ikies, 

And the damp ground will not be Ihone upon, 
rWill only nourifti rank and poifonous weeds. 
And will pro,claim with black and hideous looks 
Here once was murder done. 

The records tell 

How a chiePs'daughter, one Menamcnee, 

Was left an orphan in her early years, 

^ jAnd was proclaimed the Princefs of her tribe, 

Male ilTue failing to her father’s line. 

' Thus the tribe faid, “ She fhall fele£l a mate, 

Dauntlefs and handfome as her glorious felf; 

Shall choofe from all our people him that is 

^ Swifteft .of foot, boldeft of heart and mien, 

Wifeft an^ greateft. They fhall have a fon 

Whom they fl.all rear to be our children’s chief, 

* 

And to recall the virtues of her fire— 

The brave Park Eagle.” Young Menamenee 
Is ftraight and llender, graceful, light and free. 
As fhadows thrown by flowers on funny grafs 
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That flicker as they fall j her deep black eyes 
Have the Dark Eagle’s radiance in their glance, 
And can command as his were wont to do. 

Her hand can wing the arrow to its home 
In the bird’s heart that flies above the trees ; 

She has all his imperious grace ; a queen 

In every geflure, word, and thought, and deed — 

» 

What a ftrange fight to fee fuch prftle brought low, 
Such regal beauty proftrate in the dull. 

And fuch a warm and noble heart abafed 
For man with recklefs foot to trample on. 


She met a ftranger in the foreft path, 

Who turned afide to note her Indian grace; 

She met a ftranger—and his deep blue eyes, 

Through the dark night, were with her In her dreams. 
And fhone on her, till changing int® ftars. 

She woke? and gazing upward to the Iky 
Still faw their light in depths of azure blue. 

Again Ihe met him in the foreft glade, 

And this time in diftrefs j thrown from his horfe. 
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In danger ; fo they bore him to her home. 

And laid him on a couch of foft dried herbs, 

B/own mofs, and withered flowers. I'hcrc he lav 

« 

For weeks, fhc watching by him through the long 
Still days and nights, of fever and unreft,— 
Delirious wanderings of the burning brain. 

Through black defpair to glimmering hope, until 
A change came o’er him, and he grew to know 
His tender nurfe. To liften to her voice 
That foothed him to his reft with Indian airs 
Sung in a plaintive minor. Well he knew 

► 

'Fhe touch of the light hand that fmoothed his hair^ 
. Or laid cool fimples on his burning brow. 

And had a power to foothe, apart from them, 

By very virtue of its tendernefs. 

All fuffering paft, he lay as in a reft; 

So deep, it might be death—and all fo fweet 
And heavenly peaceful, it could not be life. 

And Ihe—alas ! She fang a mournful fong, 

'I'hat ftie had mufed out in her heart of hearts. 
Night after night, when watching in his face 
The lirife of death to quench the light of life. 
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“ 1 met my fate down in the foreft glade j 
1 met my life in the deep foreft (hade, 

And each wild impulfe of my heart obeyed 
The mafter of its fate. 

J t may be death 1 met in the deep fliade, 

It may be that he icorns the Indian maid, 
But never can this foul in grove or glade 
SelecSl: another mate. 

“ I met my foul down in the wild wood deep, 
His eyes are ftars that light me in my deep ; 
His image graven on my heajrt I keep, 

I'o cheriftitill I die. 

It may be vainly that I watch and weep j 
'rhis light of life I may not burning ketp, 
But oh ! if he muft fleep the laft long fleep. 
No other reft will I ! 

['his pale-faced ftranger came from other ^^nds 
The blue fea brought him to the Indian home j 
The treafure that he fought was only this; 



i8o 


Under the Sycamores. 


A temple for the worfliip of his God, 

Where perfecution could not come between 
Heaven and his prayers—for in his native land 
His Sabbath had been kept ’mid ftrong, ftern men, 
Armed to the teeth, in Highland faftnefles, 

Ready, to change the BiJ>le for the fword. 

And (words of Jefus frefh upon their lips), 

% 

Drown the blue,heather in the foeman’s blood. 

He had feen the hearth-tree in the Scottifh home 
Dyed with the blood of thofe who made it dear ; 
The father powerlefs to fave the child. 

The child to ftiield the father; all the while 
The war-cry ringing through the {fricken land 
Was fefhioned from the Evangel’s peaceful words, 
I'ortured by bigots to a foreign fenfe. 

And made a call for bloodfhed. So he came, 
Leaving hi& young wife to his father’s care, 

(Till he fhould build the neft for his fweet bird). 
Came to credf a home, and in the wilds 
Of the dark foreft to hew out a fpot 
Where he might rear an altar to his God ; 
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Where he, in the long peaceful future years, 

Might watch his children grow to ftalwart men, 

t 

And die the founder of a fcttlement. 


One evening, in a warm and crimfon haze, 

rhat changed the forelt deeps to lakes of light, 

• • 

She, with grave eyes uplifted to his face. 

Sat at his feet, while his low, ferious voice. 

Told the fwect ftory of the Chriltian faith. 

Unto this fiinple Indian Princefs, new 
As tale of fairy-land to liftening child. 

f 

She pondered o’er each fentence, and once faid, 

“ Say that again, for then I did not hear 

Your words, but loft them liftening to your voices 

% 

Methinks this ftory I have fomewhere dreamed. 

Or dreamed that fuch a ftory mighf have been, 

I'o finilh'the complctenefs of the earth 
With a more fair beyond. That ftiarp bli^e line, 
Brink of the grave to which the fun goes down. 
You call the horizon, breaks too fuddenly 
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The glory and the beauty of the world ; 

So, oft I dreamed there was a path beyond, 

Could wc but learn the way. The pale fad ftiade, 

< 

Whofe touch flcikes youth and valour into duft, 

Is then an enemy whom we may mock. 

Knowing our triumph comcth in the fkies. 

But tell me. Paleface, in that quiet land 
Of the Hereafter—ftiall we ever be 

4 

Together—fide by fide as we are now ?” 

“ • ly, happy fouls meet in the fields of heaven. 
And tender greetings on the fapphirc airs 
Of the Eternal City,„rife and fall 
In low harmonious cadences of joy. 

There ftiall we meet, thou, maiden, and my wife ; 
Whom thou wilt meet on earth, fo Heaven allow 

I 

To me the blifs to live to fee her here.” 

“ Your words are ftrange unto Menamencfe : 

Your wiff !-1 think that means another love 

Another fliarer in your great, brave heart: 

So be it; it is wide enough for all: 
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A forcft-tree, beneath whofe fhade may reft 

Others befides your poor Mcnamenee. 

■ 

Why fhould I weep becaufe the ftars I love 
Shine down into the fouls of other maids, - 
And are by them beloved ? Yon pale cold moon, 
So pale (he feems the Ihadow of herfelf, 

• • 

Sleeps on the breaft of other lakes than that— 

Yet Ice how peacefully the waters’flow 
Pillowing her inconftant beauty to calm reft, 

Not rending it in a wild, jealous ftorm. 

So lleeps your image deeply in my heart. 

Entire, unbroken : and fo may jt lie, 

As deeply in the tranquil heart of her. 

Whom you fo tenderly do call your wife.” 

“ Hold, Princefs ! ” With one gelture of his han(^. 
He Hopped the torrent of her Ample words. 

Then lapfed in filence deep as the Hill hour. 

And quief as the red and purple weft ; 

He hid his face upon his folded arms 

And prayed; how earneftly, God looking down 

On the weak foul by love of Him made ftrong. 
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Dearer than earth, till growing blafphemous, 

I dared to fet thy fmile above the ftars, 

I 

-(^nd fee their light more lovely in thine eyes,— 

If I were wejijc as this—which I am not— 

There ftill could be no word ’twixt you and me. 

That would not mafk a poilbn in its mufic. 

Save this death in two fyllables—Farewell !” 

f 

I 

« 

She caught the death-blow in that word, “ Farewell!’ 

upon his arm a cold, firm hand. 

Not to be fhaken off. “ I cannot tell 
How, in thy journey to that tracklefs fky, 

^ I fhould be hindrance to thy upward path ; 

Let me go by thy fide,— be thou to me 
The teacher and the champion of the truth ; 

And when thou ftand’ft by God’s eternal throne. 
Thine offering fhall be, not one foul, but two,— 

9 

Mine, dark until illumed by light of thinej 
As by the fun the world ; and faved through thee. 
And for my love, that fliall not hinder thee. 

Since I none other know for thee but this,— 
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The love that hath no thought except to watch 
Through the long day the changes of thy face— 
Through the ftill night the fliadows on thy fleep, 
rill I can read thy dreams on lip and Ijrow, * 
Weaving a hiftory for every fmile ; 

When thou art abfent, liftening to thy ftep 
Making foft muiic through the crackling leaves ; 
When thou art filent, waiting for thy voice 
Until I half imagined that you fpoke,— 

Imagining fo much what you would fpeak- 
Or calling back the tones of yefterday 
To mufe and brood upon. Such love as this 
Would be my glory through the long, flow years, 
Until I laid me down upon thy grave. 


(For I could die of nothing but thy death, , 
Vaking fuch life from every look of thine*) 


And died of joy, not forrow; fince by thee 
I Ve learned the faith which is the death of death ! — 


Such love as this can fcarcely hinder thee,— 
Shall never let thee from the golden goal! 
So, on my knees, I pray thee to remain ; 
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Build thy fair home in the wide foreft here, 

Where’er thou wilt; for thou, that art my world, 

« 

C^ft make a world for me where’er thou art. 

Bring thy young wife : I will for her and thee 
Be handmaiden and fifter.” “ No, Wild Rofc, 

Sifter thou canft not be to fuch as 1; 

Nor canft thou e’er be more. All love of mine 
Is due to one; aifd Ihe lliall have her due ! — 

Love, fanftified by grave and holy men 

x^hc long ages of the Chriftian faith. 

And regiftered by vows ordained by God ; 

The which departing from, to fin and death 
He leaves the fouls rebellious to His word.” 

“ And, Pale-face, in your foul, your thought, your heart. 
There is nQ place for any love but this ? ” 

“ For none but this. Philofophers have liedj 
Falfe to the life-btood of their beating hearts, 

And found their madnefs to be madnefs, birt: 

When it has driven them mad,—^have wrecked their fouls 
On fome chimera of the Grecian fage, 

Going down blindfold to the depths of fm. 
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Look up, fweet wild flower, to that deep blue heaven, 
Purple enamel, gemmed with golden lamps, 

(rod’s jewelled breaftplate ! Poor, that mighty type-^ 
Albeit it feems fo infinite to us — 

Of His infinity, and of the home 

He keeps for thee beyond thofe Harry worlds ! — 

Bright fentinels of that far land, as far 
Beyond their light, as they beyond our*ken. 

Angels, Menamenee, await thee there. 

Keeping thy beft fmiles, which are all too brig te ^ * 

« 

For common wear on earth, to give to thee, 

The jewels of thy bridal day, in heaven. 

And think, dear child, wh«n Earth’s poor hopes are dark. 
This is the dream, and that will be the waking ; 

'J'his the black night, that the unbroken mormng; 

This life the death,—that death we dread, the gate 
I'hat opens on true life ! Oh, falle, falfe world, 
Mocking us with wild tears for griefs unreal,— 

Tortures that are but fhadows,—heart-breaks,^pains, 
Paflions, and madnefles, that fhould not be 
By us, whofe faith refts in a future blifs, 
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Further regarded than a fitful dream !” 

“ It is your voice ! — ’tis fweet to hear you talk ! 

When you fpeak thus to me, my heart is rent 

By two emotions,— happinefs and pain j 

Your accents bring delight, and always muft 

To me, albeit your words convey delpair. 

Oh, tell me. Pale-face,—pale, cold, dead of heart, 

( 

You fay that if voii loved (as you do not— 

‘ As I do not love !’—well I marked the words, 

TfSai'itihed hope or ever it was born !) 

That future home your God has promifed me 
• I fhould not enter,—that eternal life. 

The gift of heavenly love, wert loft to me,— 

Loft, having won thy love ! ” “ What then. Wild Rofe 
would fefign that gift. I will not fay 
I would exchange it. Pale-face, for thy love; 

For there is nothing that my foul can dream. 

Or that my mind can fathom, I could fet 
Againft the value of thy love to me j 
But I would throw that heavenly hope away 
To win this earthly blifs,—as would a child, 
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Who, wondering, fees the ftars he cannot reach. 

Barter them for the wild flower at his feet: 

For what to him the glory of the ftars, 

So that he loves the frail wood-blofTom nwft ? 
i 'hc prize we feek for from the hand of God 
Is not the beji^ but that which beft we love.” 

“ Menanienec, thou know’ft not what thou fay’ft ' ” 

I cannot fay what I have in my heart*, 

Or, if 1 could, I think’twould touch thine own; 

But well 1 kiiow what I do fay, and know 
How powcrlefs it is to tell my thought. 

Oh, what a broken mirror of the foul 

Is the belt language that the tongue can frame ! 

If, as thou fay’ll, beyond this hope of heaven, 

There is a wild fear of a punilhment 
Por love, which thou call’ll fin-” Menamenee ! ” 

“ Thou canft not check me !—Then IM brave that fear, 

* 

Defy that punilhment,—as little heed 

Its coming, while thou held’ft me in thine heart, 

As I would fear the gloom of night, while day 
Shone glorious on the world ! ” 


“ Menamenee ! ” 
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“ I ’ll fay no more ! If thou canft love me now, 
T'ake me,— thy flave, the weed beneath thy feet 
iTo trample out of life, if fo thou wilt !” 

Still filently he (lands ; with thoughtful eyes. 
That look on the wild maiden’s wild defpair, 

^ r 

With tearlcfs, hopclefs grief as great as hers, 

But calm as fome old Roman’s agony. 

\ 

He muft not take her in his fheltering arms, 

?L not fight the battle by her fide. 

O’er Life’s wide fea (he muft go forth alone ; 
He, power!efs to (hield her from one wave. 

Or warn her from one rock, upon the ftiore 
Muft leave her,— fo abandoned, wild, and loft, 
'^He cannot doubt her fliipwreck in the ftorm. 

t 

All this was in his heart, and yet he turned. 

And left her with the black night coming down. 
Her only comforter j chill, rifing winds. 

The tendered friends ftie had to dry her tears ; 
And nothing nearer her than—God ! and He 
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Seemed fo far ofF to this poor helplcfs child, 

Who feeing him on earth, fhe loved above 
All heaven and earth, fo deaf to her defpair. 

Thought God Himfclf would fail to haar her cry, 

And pitying fend His pitying angel—Death. 

He read her thought. A light was in his hearty 
By which he faw the darknefs within hers j 
And yet he left her. But he read rfiat night — 

T he Indians peeped in at his doorlefs hut. 

And, wondering, faw him poring on the page**'*^ 

He read, how Abraham gave his only foil, 

While God fmiled on the facrificp of faith. 

Sparing its confummatian. And he read 
Of One in all things tempted like to us; 

Who, above all things, purely pafled through all, 

'I'o prove man could be fpotlefs to the laft, 

And going through fire, would never*fcorch his robes. 
So, through* the flame, he went ftraight on to Grod. 

She leaned againft a tree, with flender hands 
Clafping the trunk. “ Would I were rooted here ! 


o 
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Would they would chain me in this lonely fpot. 

Or lay me, living, under the dull earth. 

So, though I did not reft, I could not ftir. 

And thus I could not follow him. Oh, where. 
Where is the pride of the Dark Kagle’s race, 

That I fliould make my love into a prayer, 

And cry that out aloud which fliould be ftill. 
Dying unfpoken-qn a woman’s breafl: ? 

I 

I cannot diangc my heart. Oh, Thou, who rul’fl 

throb, know’ll that it cannot change 
Until Thy .pity llills its pain in death. 

I well may doubt his God is merciful; 

When he, the mcrcilefs, can leave me here 
To fight this llrifc of my dark foul .alone. 

‘But I will cure me of this wild difeafe ; 

Will pluck this rooted ferpent from my heart. 

Will not be conquered, will not hear the voice 
Of the dark waters in the long Hill night* 

That erj^ to me, ‘ Come to our pitying breall,’— 
Will not obey, upon the mountain-tops, 

The winds that Ihriek—‘Leap o’er yon precipice. 
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And thou fhalt find a quiet reft below.’ 

The gun, whofc ufe he taught me, ftiall not tempt 
My hand to turn the muzzle to my brow. 

And from my brain blot love and life at once \ 

I will not dafli my head againft the rocks, 

As I have daflied my heart out in this love 
For one, far colder than the coldeft rocks ; 

I will not die, but will be conqucrcJr 

• • 

In this great battle of the breaking heart.” 

So many days ftie wandered through the 
And wildeft pathways of the black pine-woods. 
Where night for ever dwells j and where the fun, 
Whofe light was pain and wearinefs to her. 

Came not to mock her with thofe golden rays 

She would not know, as mefl'engcrs from heaven. 

• *• 

Her long loofe hair, in damp and tangled locks, 

Veiled her wan face, and vexed her t)loodJ[hot eyes 
Which wefc more mournful for their tcarlellhefs, . 
And the redoubled luftre of their gaze j 
Fevermnd madnefs mingling in their light. 

Until their brightnefs made them well-nigh blind. 
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Her drefs hung loofe, and torn by branching flirubs, 
Through which flie roamed unconfcious where fhe trod ; 
Bach Indian trinket, tarniflied, fcattered, rent; 
Wampum, and beads, and trophies, onoc revered 
By the Dark Eagle’s race, unheeded hung 
In wild cqnfufion ’midft her falling hair. 

So well fhe fhunned the wigwams of her race, 

That the tribe folight her long, and vainly fought, 

Till one, her favourite in the good time gone,— 

0?re '{WJuMiad held her in his arms a child. 

Met her by nightfall near a difmal pool 

t 

On which the fliade of many lycamores 
• Fell, deepening the waters’ unknown depth 
With fhadows darkening the fliadowy ftream : 
fte met her here, implored her to return. 

Knelt, prayed,—nay, wept; recalled her father’s love, 
Urged in her father’s name her coming back 
To her old place of honour in the tribe. 

She looked at him with ftrangely earned: gaze. 

And faid, “ I try to know you, but can not 
Remember whertf I faw you, Yet, I know 
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Your face was once a folace to my eyes ; 

Your voice was once familiar to my ears j 

Your hand that now clafps mine with grafp fo ftroRg 

It hurts my wrift, had once a friendly •touch : 

It muft have been before I died-” “ Wild Rofe, 

You are not dead. Sweet flower, you are not^dead ! 
The leaves are fcattered in their fummer pride. 

Their fragrance lavilhed on a want!I)n wind 
That cannot know the glory they have loft. 

The ftem remains — the flower will blow^gj^'rf. 

For kindlier breezes to inhale its breath, 

And warmer fuhligbt to revive if;? bloom.” 

“ You fay I am not dead—this, you call 7ne, 

A weary body, fuftering and cold. 

Foot-fore and weak, may be, indeed, alive,* 

• • 

If it be life, to fufFer endlefs pain. 

But this-” She lays her hand J^on |?er breaft, 

“ But this Is dead—this life within my life— 

This life, the Pale-face bade me call my heart. 

Is dead and cold. I weary with the weight 
Of the dull corpfe I carry to and fro. 
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I do not know you—though athwart a mift 
I fee a face that once was known to me ; 


A' muffled voice ftrlkes on my wondering car, 
But of its imphrt nothing do I know 


Save that it would do that which no one can 


Henceforth achieve forme—’twould make me weep- 

The birds have fung to me fweet, mournful notes 

_ * 

To melt the ice that freezes o’er my tears ; 

The river, with a diftant murmuring voice, 
Wbul^Tiii/ve beguiled another’s grief j the flowers 
Have held their fair heads up beneath my feet 

i 

For me to crufh, apd given in their death 
• Fragrance to chide me, till Tfhould regret them. 

And thus be won to weeping. All in vain, 
t'Jo voicefof earth or fky can touch my heart 
Save one—I fhall hear that before I die !” 


He faw that fhe was mad. She would not go 
Back to her home with him. With a ftrange laugh. 
She faid, “ My home is in the foreft now, 

Wider and ftatelier than my old abode, 

More fitting for a Princefs fuch as I; 
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Here will I wander till I meet the friend 
1 feek through all my wanderings.” 

‘‘ And he-r ” “ Is known for his unerring hand, 

And is a leech efteemed through all the world; 

Ne’er known to fail to cure. He will but lay 
()nc finger on the pain I carry here, 

And pain and patient will alike be ftill. 

1 wait the echo of his lingering foot'j 
When I have met him, you fhall take me back 
To my old home ; and in your fongs thatwdght 
You fhall give thanks for loft Menamenec, 

Whom the Great Spirit hath rc^ored to peace— 

7'ili then, farewell: thou’lt find me *ncath thefe tree,? ; 
It is our tryfting-piacc. At fet of moon. 

When the ftars fade, and death is in the heavens, 

• ^ • 

His fhadow on the earth fhall fall on me; 

On the tenth day from this, come hCre to feek 
Your withered Rofe ; till then, again, farewell! ” 

She flung his grafp fr^pi off her flender wrift. 

And fprang into the thickeft labyrinth. 

Long time the Indian fought her through the pines j 
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He fought in vain, and fad and flow returned 
To tell the tribe the ftory of her woes, 

V^hich had obfeured her brain and driven her mad. 


So, ftill fhe wandered on until the morn 

* 

Arofe upon the feventh day from that 

I 

On which flic met the Indian, She fet forth 
Bending her way-toward the well-known fpot, 

I 

Where Roderick Graham had hewn out the wood 
And bi»k‘->-he framework of his rough abode ; 

She came with tottering footfteps through the (hade. 
And came upon hinj unawares, and flood 
Long, filently, ere fhe made known her coming. 

She faw him, leaning, with his axe in hand, 

Againft a-monflcr tree he had hewn down, 

Loft in grave thought; his dark-blue eyes were clofed. 
As if he would Aut out a world he loathed,— 

As if he would fhut out the weary fun ; 

And, turnijig his eyes inward#ii his heart. 

Die of the tortures locked within its depth. 
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'rhc Indian girl fprang towards him with one bound,— 
One fhrick of triumph from her fevered lips,— 

One flafti of mad delight in her wild eyes : 

“ You lied ! you lied !—you fuft'er, and for me ! 

You are—you are, indeed, my other foul! 

The madnefs that hath driven me mad, is not 

• • 

Unfhared by you ; the deadly, poifon cujf. 

So deeply drained by me, you, tocf,* have drunk; 

The fell difeafe that fcorches through my brain. 
Burning my fenfe out, fears your brain a^,'*'‘!?ll ; 

And we arc one !—one, by the dreadful bond 
Which binds us both with madnefs until death ! 
Roderick, is this not love ? Oh, faUc of tongue 
Think you that little? golden trinket-ring, 

A child might break, is fuch a bond as tips ? — 

Think you the God who made our fouls alike. 

Hath ftamped that likenefs on them for their curfe ? 

I could nbt love you as I do, if God 
Had not ordained thft I fhould love you fo. 

His am I, with this fin upon my head. 

And His the fin if there be fin in this j 
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For He who made myfclf hath made my love, 

Since that is more myfelf than I. I fay 
love for you is wider than the feas. 

And higHer than the heavens ! —Yet what am I ? 

A woman, feeble as the drooping reeds 
That tremble on the river. I can bend, 

But not mf love ; I tremble—I am faint. 

But not my love ;>’I weary—not my love ; 

And I can die, but deathlcfs is my love ! ” 

H^. faw thife (he was mad. “ Menamenee !*’ 

“ Oh, do not fpeak to me ! ” fhe cried j “ I bore 
’ To look on you, but cannot bear your voice. 

Xhat mufic fends the blood into my brain. 

Until the burning furges make me reel. 

As if the fcas were tolling in my head ! — 

You fee Um not too mad to know I’m mad ! — 

Let me fly far fr&m you, that I may die ! 

I cannot die while I am near you : Life 
To me is—ypu ! And while pou’re by, I live ! 
Farewell! I go from you—I go from life!” 

She fprang back through the brulhwood, and w<as gone. 
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She had the thread of every foreft path, 

And only by a quivering of the ferns 

Knew he which way fhe wandered. Then he fpok.^: 

By Heaven and Earth !” he cried, “ ^hougH both were 
loft 

In faving her, ftie (hall "be faved by me ! 

Is my breaft fo impure, it cannot be 
A holy flielter for this ftricken fawn i* 

Is my heart, then, fo vile, that it can beat. 

And yet not feel gne throb it dare confefs 
Refponfive to a love as deep as this ? 

“ Menamenee ! ” he called; “ Menamenee ! ” 

Only the echoes, taking«up his voice, 

Oeceived him with the*thought that he was heard. 

And mocked him with his own defpairing cfy,— 

• • 

“ Menamenee ! ” The pine-woods lay before ; 

Behind, the little homeftcad he had rftifed 
To fticlter Her—that other—whofe bright face 
And pure confiding eyes rofc up between 
The Indian girl he followed, and himfelf; 

And would not change from the eternal fmile 
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That took its funlhine from her faith in him. 

“ Oh, my young wife, whom I am bound to love,- 
Ob, my fweet wife, whom I have loved fo well,— 
Fair, triifting girl, whom ft ill T fondly love. 

Come not between me and this wretched one, 
Whom I would only—ftieltcr !* Let me be 
Her guide, to lead her to the living Rock, 

From whofe decpifhadow confolation falls 
Upon the foul, as evening falls on earth ! ” 

Thus cricfjjiis heart, he calling through the trees, 
“ Menamcnee ! —come back, Menamcnee ! ’* 
‘"Fhrough labyrinths of ftirubs and trailing weeds. 
That hang about his feet and hinder him, 

He feeks her in the foreft ; till, at laft. 

Through tbe deep ihade, he fees a funbeam glint 
And ftiimmering, dance upon a fringe of beads. 
That he remembered hanging round her drefs,— 
The fimple Indian ornaments ! He knew 
The glitter of the worthlefs glafs j he cries 
Once more, “ Menamcnee ! ” and following 
The glancing ftiadow through the ruftling leaves. 
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Breaks through the foreft out upon the fhore 
Of a great lake, and fees her far away 
Fluttering upon the fummit of a crag, 

Like fome bright bird with wild, difordered wings, 
That fmoothes its ruffled plumes before it foars. 
Swiftly he fprang acrofs^the reedy wafte 
That lay between them, and with one ftrong hand 
Caught at her garments. “ Child, thou flialt not die ! 
He faid. “ 'Fhou fay’ft ! Indeed, I cannot die. 
While thou art here ! Why do you haunt.me ? yo»». 
You crofs my path, now I have fled from yours ! 

I do abjure you, and the love I bore 
For your dark, cruel face ! Why do you ft retch 
Forth your ftrong arm to ftay me from the waves ? — 
Where, gazing down, I fee my own wan fece 
took up at me, and cry, ‘ Lo, here is peace ! ’ ” 

“ Becaufe I would not fee thee fo much fin } 

For He wKo holds the keys of life and death, 

Curfes the mad intruder whofe rafh foot 




Through the dark threfliold of His myftery 
Unbidden enters.** “ Am I bound to live ? 
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Is that,” flie faid, “ the law of your juft God, 
Whole mercy you have told of ? My foul laughs 
At i¥iercy that refufes me a grave I — 

Let go your hold ! ” 


“ Oh, heavenly Father, 'Fhou 
The mpre than father of the" ftflcken, hear 

I 

My prayer, and ftrcngthen my bewildered foul 
With power to helf) this wretched one !” “ You pray 

I 

I fee it in your eyes, although your lips 
Mo*/e filenthf-: Pray tliat I may fall dead, 

Low at your feet! —Pray nothing clfe for me ! ” 

He drew one arm aro\ind her fhivering frame, 

Aed led her gently—as one in k fleep. 

Who walks not knowing where—into the wood. 

Until they ftood beneath the maple-grove 

I 

Where laft they had parted. “ Now, Menamcnce, 
Wilt thou be calnf and liften ? ” “ Ay ! ” Ihe faid. 

One little, reftlefs hand upon her gun, 

With the inceflant motion that betrays 

The unhinged mind ; “Pm calm enough,” Ihe faid 

“ The ftorm is paft : look into thefe dry eyes, 
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No rain of tears will ever drown again ; 

i 

And do not fear the fhower. — Shall I rave ? 

Hear my hoarfe voice,— fo weak, I fcarcely hear 
Its tones myfelf: the power to ftorm is gone— 

Gone, with the power to weep!—What wouldft thou fay ?” 

“ 13ut this, Mcnamenee. ^My wife, ere long, 

• • 

Will join me here ; thou lhalt, as once thou faidft,— 
I'hou {halt a filler, wild one, be to hcV; 

And (he fliall teach thee with that tender love 
Woman, who loves and has her love returned. 

Can feel for her who loves, yet loves in vain-” 

‘‘ I'hy wife !—Thy wife my filler^! Yes, 1 faid 
We could be lifters. Through the filent nights 
I ’ve brooded many things within my breaft, 

And that amongft them. No, that cannot be ! — 
PaFe-face, I’ve found the fccret of my grief!”— 

Her hand upon the gun the while Ihe speaks, 

I'he left hand on the barrel, and the right 

ft 

Driving the ramrod down upon the charge,— 

“ I’ve found the fecret of this agony— 

Thy life ! ” She laughed aloud the maniac’s laugh. 
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Thy life ! For wcrt thou dead, then might I reft ; 

I could not track thy footfteps, nor could creep 
And peer in through the crevice in thy hut, 

To watch the,.outline of thy gloomy face 
Againft the lurid glow of the low’ fire. 

I could not liften to thy voic;;, that calls 

» 

Oi)ce in an hour, perchance, to horfe or dog. 

And Ihivers in niy heart as though one fent 
A frozen arrow through it. I fliould be 
At peace, fo thou wert dead ! Lo, here we ftand ; 
I'he tall funereal trees about us frown 
' Like ghofts of the dead chieftains of my race. 

And each points to thee j they would have thee dead 
The flow, long waves upon the river banks 
Curl upwards through the reeds, and then recoil 
With a dull found that calls to me, as they. 

With all the reft, would have thee. Pale-face, dead ! 

\ 

In the grey fky one dark and threatening cloud 
AflTumes the outline of a human hand. 

And points to thee ! ” “ Mcnamenee, thou’rt mad ! 
“ No, Scottifh ftranger, only defperate ! 
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The little clicking found betrayed the hand 
With which flie cocked the gun. “ Menamenee ! 
“ Stand off!—away ! — or I (hall flay thee. Flj*! 
'I'rufl: to thy fwiftnefs through the winding paths ; 
Hide thyfelf from me and my wild defpair, 

There’s fomething her^wsthin my broken heart, 
Stronger than even love. Away ! — begone ! 

(jo, meet thy wife, the fair, the ddicate ! 

Her little feet about the craggy Ihores 
Of our wild land, will wander till they 
Lacking thine arm: Go,— go to her you love, 
And leave me, left I flay you ! 

He had met 

With madnels ere to-^ay. His ftern, dark glance 

Caught hers, and fixed it, till her frenzied«gazc 

Trembled and wandered from him reftlefflv ; 

✓ * 

Her hand relaxed its grafp, until the? gun 
She had juft lifted. Aid towards the ground. 

“ Menamenee ! ” He knew that life and death 
Hung on the power of his dauntlefs glance 
To hold at bay the wild and fhipwrecked foul 
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So eager for deftru6lion. Thus they ftood,— 

Stood face to face beneath the waving boughs, 

While through his mind a thoufand hurrying thoughts 

Rofe o’er the fetal prefent, and fwept back 

The pidlured memories of days long dead :— 

His \yife, his Highland homf?, his friends, his kin, 

\ 

The clan, the broad claymore, the heathery hills ; 
The Ikirmifli wit?h the foe befide the lake ; 

I 

The fhivering harebells holding in their cup 
A tiny dro.p of dew, which children faid 
The good folk who had lodged a night in them, 

^ . 

^ Left in the flower for fairy recompenfe ; 

The*mifl:s upon the mountain-tops ; a voice — 

His mother’s—calling to him^through the dufk ; 

'fhe white fhcep framed againfl: the blackening Iky, 

Upon the fummit of a craggy pafs j 

The baying dogs, the pibroch’s fhrilly found. 

Piercing the mountain air. His love—hrft love, 
That firft dear meeting by the rippling burn. 

When the blue eyes that dared not look in his, 

Told their fweet ftory, though they veiled their light. 
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All thcfe thoughts in his heart, while his grave eyes 

» 

Still hx the flame in hers, and quench the fire 

• • 

Madnefs has kindled there ; but while he looks. 

His life depending on his power to gase, 

'Fhc Devil loofed within her fpirit, down. 

One quiver in his glanc^ reveals a hand 
That leaves the gun, to flutter at her breaft 
And clafp a bunch of withered grafles, tied 
With ^ blue faded ribbon. He had plucked 
And bound them thus, the day when firftifhe led 
His feeble footfteps out into the air. 

After the fever. Thrown afide J^y him. 

But treafured ever aftcFwards by her, 

She wore them in her*bofom—when moft mad. 
Still fane enough to guard them tenderly—• 

V 

e gueffed the ftory of them. “ Loving heart. 

To cherifh even this !” He glance!! afide 
To wonder*at this love. Too fatal glance ! 

Up to her fhoulder went the gun—to fire. 

And drive the deadly bullet through his heart. 

Was but a moment! 
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So he fell, his face 

Half buried in the rank growth of the grafs ! 

Ffbm the dull Ikies the thunder-clouds had rolled, 

« 

Uncurtaining a flood of fummer light 

That rippled through the dark aifles of the wood, 

Revealing at the end of an ^'cade. 

Framed by a back-ground of green fluttering leaves, 

Two figures batlted in funftiine — one, a girl, 

Whofe Ihowery curls of gliftening golden hair 

Floated abcut a cloak of homefpun grey j • 

While at her fide, a knapfack in his hand, 

A failor pointed onyrards paft the fpot 

On which^the Scotchman lay^ A hundred birds 

Rejoiced in the new funfliine,* and her voice, 

0 

Scarcely lefs joyous, prattled as (he walked 

4 

Befide the failor. “ He has built a hut. 

My proud youiig hulband—ah, you’ve heard of that 
T had his letter bidding me to come j ' 

I have it here upon my heart, a charm 
I wore againft the peril of the fea; 

So that, if (hipwrecked, 1 might take to death 
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A fcrap of writing fhaped by that dear hand ; 

And I have left the only world I^know 
To come to this ftrange world to follow him. 

As I would follow him to death.” “•To death !” 
The Indian Princefs caught the words, and mocked 
Their mufic in a wild, ^ilhordant feream. 

Then pointed to the dead ! The radiant curls 
Of the young wife above his cluftA'ing hair 
Fell, as flie dropped befide him on her I«iees ! 

She lifted up hlfe face with ftiuddering hands, 
InftincSIive terrors freezing all her heart. 

And looking in that dead face, ^raightway faw 

I 

It was the only face e*frth held for her — 

I'his was her welcorne to her Weftern home ! 


Alas, for grief that will not kill! flie lived— 
Lived to return to her dear Scottifti*land, 

But never more to fee as once {he faw 

The blue Iky and the mountains. Dead in life, 

b or years, the duties of a loving child, 

A tender friend, a miniftering foul. 
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Were done by her—but more than dead in life. 
Even the joy of feeing others joy, 

Cduld not win fmiles from her, nor tears ! 

f 

She lived. Ifdiving death like this, be life — 

It is to me fo much to fay—fhe lived ! 

I 

They buried him beneath the pines, and reared 

I 

A rough-hewn wftoden crofs above his head— 

On the third day from that on which he fell. 
They fet it*up, the failors from the fhip,— 

The Englilh fhip,— and coming the next morn 

f 

To fee if any had dilfurbcd it, found 
The Indian Princefs lying at hs foot; 

Her arms twined round that emblem of All Love, 
Her head^ow buried on the frefh-turned fod, 

I 

And like him, laid beneath it, cold in death. 






THE SECRETARY*. 


J WA S his Lordfhip’s Tccrctary then, 

Groping in dufty blue books half tjse day, 
Scratching, with tired hand and rapid pen. 

Letters,—hard things in coujtly phrafe to fay ; 
Refufing this or that ivith lordly grace, 

Or granting now a penfion or a place ; 

I 

Searching for claffic reference half the night. 

Scribbling ftatiftics till my fight Vas dim. 

And rifing often earlier than the light. 

To work, and wait, and drudge, and think for him : 
My days were hardfhips and my nights were pain. 

To foothe my foul I dreamed. Wild dream and vain ! 
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Wild dream ! Oh, wilder looking back than then ! — 

And then, oh, wilder than I dared to think! 

« 

I k*icw my ftation *mongft my fellow-men. 

And yet fo near the fount, I could but drink : 

So, knowing it was poifon all the while, 

1 drained the poifon of my*Ia/y’8 fmile,— 

* f 

I 

I 

t 

His daughter, Dady Lucy. I would not 

Paint the dark face,— fo dark, and darkly bright; 

So pale, yet with a roly glow that fhot 
, Through the pale cheek and flufhed it into light; 
The deep grey eyes—long-while I thought them black: 
I loved her—I—I, my Lord’s.hired hack ! — 


His drudge ! — the dull machine !—the man he paid 
To dig out frtftn the ruins of old dreams. 

Gems of high thought, which might, refet, be made 
To light his laft dull fpeech with borrowed beams,- 
I, whofe talk was it to correfi: a proof, 

Revife an eflay, work, and keep aloof! — 
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Yes, keep aloof,—outfide the high, bright fphere,. 

Which was not, and which never could be, mine j 
A diftant world, however feeming near j 

Wide gulfs betwixt the portal and tha fhrine: 

Yet, Lady Lucy, well you might have knoWh, 

You had no other foul fo ^ear your own ! 


Who thought with you as 1 did ? Who of all. 

Perfumed Lifeguardfman, Marquis, Lord, or Duke,— 
Which of the fpaniels coming at your Tall, 
l o whom your foul was as an open book ? 

Whofe words came trembling ovef yours, and who 

t 

Drew back to let his thpu^ts be told by you ? 


wL) laughed at what you laughed at,—who could tell 
In every page of the laft book you fead 
The very phrafes which would pleafe you well. 

Where you would fmile, where tofs your fcornful head ? 
We have but half-fouls, lady, and my foul 
Muft have joined yours to make a perfect whole ! 
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Perhaps you knew this—perhaps never knew, 

But there has been a trembling in your voice, 
Thatfc every vein of mine went fliivering through, 
While a‘l my mounting blood cried out, ‘‘ Rejoice 
Till its fwift"torrent, hot in throat and cheek. 

Stifled the words I vainly tried to fpcak. 


Whether fhe led me on, or whether I 

Had but my own mad felf alone to blame, 

I cannot tell; but love grew agony. 

The world’s cold barriers fell before the flame, 
And words I would haVe died to keep unfpoken. 
Told her the heart that fhe h^cl \^on—and broken ! 


“ For hearts are toys, and why not fhatter them ? 

The bracelet on-your round, lace-fhrouded arm, 
.With fairy dangling gold and glimmering gem. 
You break in pretty petulance. What harm 
To crufh out hearts not of your own degree, 

And trample on a low-born worm like me ?*’ 
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I know the very hour I fpoke all this: 

The gilded clock— where Cupid, all in gold, 
Stole from his mother, golden too, a kifs — 
With a low melody the half-hour tpld ■ 

The fcent of flowers upon the balcony 
Came blowing in. Alf this is ftill with me. 


The hot fun, fhut out by Venetian blinds. 

Drew ftreaks of light upon the velvet pile j 
And in the fquare without, warm filWl'llffr winds 
Fluttered the leaves. 1 fee my lady’s fmile; 

She fat in a low chair, with cufhions piled ; 

No one was near,— ge^ps that’s why flie fmiled. 


^'00 early for the Duke—the Marquis, too. 

He would not call fo foon. I buought a book 
Which ftie had afked me for. I knew—I knew 
/ could not caufe that bright, quick, ftartled look, 
That (hot into her eyes before they fell. 

And (hot into my heart of hearts as well. 
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She thanked me for remembering her requeft ; 

I L 

I laughed a bitter laugh. Remember ? Yes, 
Remfimber ! Oh, the tortures, the unreft,— 

The lort^, long hours—the dreams, the wild diftrefs,— 
Waking to Snd how falfe they were ! I bowed ; 

My heart might have told all, it beat fo loud. 


f 

It beat againft my« breaft j with ftormy cry 

It faid, “ Why do I fulFer thus ? Fool, Ipeak ! 

9 _ 

No longer fileVicc. • Tell her all,—and die ! 

In one great rapture let me burn and break. 
The worft is paft, the 'torture deep and dumb ; 

I have died daily, let the laR lAlath come. 


( 

“ Tell her, and hear her ftorm of pride and fcorn j 
Bare the rent bruaft to brave her worft cold word— 

I ^ 

Than life has been, can it be more forlorn ? 

( 

Though heard with fcorn, *twere fomething to be heard. 
Tell the great love, the ftruggle of your life. 

And come defeat, it will but end the ftrife. 
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“ You know what fhe will anfwer. Have you not 

• t 

A hundred thoufand times rehearfed this fcene ? 
Her fancied fcorn has made your cheek grow hot:. 

Can the real pain be worfc than that bas betn, 
When you have conjured up her angry eyesf 
And gone half-mad with pi6^iured agonies ? ’’ 


We talked about the weather and the town. 

She faid, how full it was. Oh, wondrous art! 

To fpeak of thefe things—keep the pLiiRnf down— 
Hold the ftrong tempcft raging in my heart, 

And anfwer her,—“ Yes, town, indeed, is full i 
And Brighton, as you fay,%o doubt was dull.” 

“ Vou drive to Richmond ?—No ! Ride in the Row ? 

The laft new novel ? — Good ! I«think fo, too. 

You ’ve read^ thofe poems by Lord So-and-5o ? ” 

And thus I held the ftorm, although I knew 
The wild, mad words would break forth at the laft ; 
The gilt clock chimed another half-hour paft. 
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And as it ftruck, I ftanding lingering there, 

« 

She, looking up, cried out, “ How pcile, how white 
You grow 5 are you not well ? ” Down by her chair 
I fell, h;(,lf on ,my knees. A painful light 
Glared in mj eyes—the blood rufticd to my head — 
The pi6fured walls fpun round. “ Oh ! to be dead ' 


“ Dead, Lucy ! iDead, and gone to burning flame. 
For one brief kindncfs from thofe deep dark eyes ! ” 
In words like Vutic the fpoken madncfs came : 

“ Oh, hear the great voice of my mifcries. 

Hear the ftrong language of the breaking heart. 
Which, ere it breaks, would till how loved thou art. 


“ This little moment is my life. The reft. 

The fever, and t^e madnefs, and the pain. 
Was living death. Oh, Lucy, to be hleft ! 

t 

To live ! Though I go back to death again ; 
For one wild rapture barter length of days. 

And burn out all my foul in one fierce blaze! ” 
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She did not fpeak. A white imploring hand 
Fluttered before me, as Would bid me rife; 

I rofc, and ftood as drunken men 'that iland 

I'hinking the earth reels, and not thjey. Her eyes ! 
Was it the mift on mine ? or were they w>u? 

I knew not then, nor kno\v I truly yet. 


The Earl’s hand on my fhoulder ! * ^ ftrong grafp ! 

A riding-whip that whittled through the air ! 

1 tried to ttrike him down—but clafp 

Of two white arms, fo fragile and fo fair. 
Entwined in mine, I could not difengage: 

I could not hurt her in'my wildeft rage. 


l»felt the hot blood trickling on my face', 

The whip had blinded me—I cojjld not fee ! 
Great crimfon waves furged up and filled the place, 
I could not tell whether it was for me 
Or for her father, that long fearful fcream— 

I tried again to ttrike him-then, a dream ! 
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Dreams that were madnefs j yet I knew I dreamed 
Having at intervals a dim, dull fenfe, 
fomething horrible : not all it feemed. 

Being a ghaftly horror too intenfe 
To be ^hing of flefli and blood vitality. 

Its darkeft terror being unreality. 

• I 

i 

i 

For the vile cr^a'tures glaring round my bed. 

Were vileft, and moft hateful to my eyes, 
llecaufe I kr..-; * that from my own hot head 
Sprung forth thefe perfonated agonies ; 

Aye, the worft fiend that tortured me, I knew 
Out of my own hell-haunted* fancy grew. 

I 

I 

% 

After the Lari’s whip cut me in the face, ' 

After the ragp that would have ftruck him dead, 

I have no*memory of time or place ; ' 

( 

Lying on, what all thought, a dying bed, 

A terror to the houfe that heard me rave, 

While doctors—pitying—ftrove my life to fave. 
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^Oh, the long hours ! OJj, the eternal nights ! 

The problems on the hideous papered wall, 

# 

The ftrange bewildering founds, confli£ting fightf, 

Now drawing-room, prifon-houfe, «r fei\;^;te-hall, 

\ 

The Strangers’ Gallery, the Park, the Rirtg, 

I, everywhere at once—iffid everything. 

Labouring always — always growing*near 
To the dear objedl of my heart and life ; 
Purfuing ftill through every doubt^nd Tear, 

Now vanquifhed, now a vidlor in the ftrife, 

But never, never, never once tcT gain 
'Fhe end that had re\^arded all my pain. . 

l^^ever to fee her, clafp her in my hand. 

Hear her dear voice ; in one long dream I know 
Without her boudoir door I feemed to #and. 

And knocking, heard her anfwer fweet and low; 
Yet though fo near ipy heaven of heavens to win. 
Even in dreams I could not enter in. 
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Sometimes I was a king, a^id my hot brain 
Scared by a golden crown, that feemed to be 

(I 

Tlfe glittering caufe of my undying pain : 



b loating ’Hfiidli: weeds that changed into dead men, 
Now jvhelm’d I funk, now (truggled on again. 


So, through dclfrium’s worft and darkeft forms, 

^ 1 battled with the only friend I had; 

Battled witliTrcath-. ‘The haven from all ftorms, 

, I was fo near, yet entered not; fo mad 

As never in my agoitics to know 

( 

The friendly hand I had entreated fo 


To lay its foothing touch upon my heart. 
And lull it intt> reft — and fo he palTed, 

f 

The pale-ho 4 ife and his rider fo depart— 
The loaded ferry-boat fpeeds onward faft, 
And I left Ihivering on the unfriendly fhore. 
Hear the laft echo of the old man’s oar. 
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,'rhcy told me I was fave^ the crifis o’er— 

Two packets lay upon my table—one, 

In the Earl’s hand, a haughty mandate bore, 

That my old talks might be again li^gun 
When I was equal to them,— this was alK; 
lie thought me ftill ther^aft his beck and call!, 

The fecond was a daily journal, wet,* 

« 

And folded upwards a long paragraph. 

Marked with a dafti of ink. A B^on<n, 

One of our gracious Sovereign’s houfehold ftaff. 

Was, they had heard, about erc*long to wed 

. • ' 

I'he Lady Lucy- ^ Oh ! weak heart and head 

- • 

rhat could not fee the Ihipwrecked paflion fink 

Without that wild cry for the treJfure loft, 

• • 

Which, after all, could we but wifely think. 

Was never worth the racking pain it coft— 

The pang that ends love’s dream ftiould move our 
No more than parting with an aching tooth. 
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*Tis gone—the torture, agd the waking hour— 
Gone with the pain; we ftiall fleep found to-night 
No more the plaything of a woman’s power j 
Our heart i» empty, but our heart is light; 

Send the dold corpfe of dead love to the tomb. 

And fjyeep and garnifh forth the vacant room 

I * 


For the next ccftmer; Five la Bagatelle ! 

And if we cannot dream as we have dreamed, 

% * 

If life has lolf'a lUnlight and a fpell, 

^ It never was the golden thing it feemed j 
We only mourn a phantom, and are made 
Wretched, becaufe we could not grafp a Ihade. 


Yes, we have played Pygmalion’s foolifh part. 

Created beauty, and believed it fair, 

• . 

But could not give the marble, foul or heart, 

* And fo forfake the ftatue in defpair, 

Becaufe it is a ftatue. Let it go. 

We have learned wifdom from love’s overthrow. 
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Amare etfafere^* —yesj^the fage 
Said well, for God concedes that gift to none— 
Strike out the pitiful and puerile page, 

Love dies from life ere life is well begun j 
And I’ve a purpofe left to live for yet —A 
Some things, my lord, we do not foon forget. , 


There is a reckoning yet *twixt you ftnd me, 

Which you, no doubt, fuppofe I ftiall forego ; 

For from the height of ariftocracy,* 

You, looking down on the poor worms below, 
May think we have not paflions* rage, or pride. 
And that blows do no^ fting through our thick hide. 

I*can afford to wait— I am not one 

That can forget—I have no gentienefs. 

Or if I ever had, it now is gone — 

Gone with my wafted love. I do confefs 
1 can remeijiber fcorn or infult long, 

And never yet forgave a fancied wrong. 
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But I can wait. Pve foiyething in my blood 
That may be madncfs, or that may be hate ; 

I 

I watch'the tide, and when it gains the flood, 

That hour is mine, though it come long and late. 
I may nof-ftrike you openly, but when 
You ^re ftruck down wh»re moft you trufted, then. 


Then know it k my hand that prompts»the blow. 
However far I be, however long • 

f 

Ere I aveng^^hJL'fcene of which we know, 

And whencefoe’er appear to come the wrong— 

In the meanwhile, Aiy lord, as heretofore, 

' « 

I am your fecretary, and no naore. 


So weeks grew into months. Lucy was gone 
Married, and "travelling on the Continent; 
And months grew into years, and I, alone, 

‘ Had no companion, but that ftrong intent, 
That one great purpofe,— vengeance upot^ himy 
Bcfide which evesy other dream grew dim. 
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And fo farewell to Love, miftrefs now 
Was Hate—and yet ftie deemed fo little changed, 

My goddefs, that I fometimes wondered how 

Her true name ftiould not have been “ love eftrano-ed.” 

• O 

The old, old fever ; yes, indeed, her name,* 

Alone was new, her attributes the fame. 


The fame long flceplefs nights, the farge defpair, 
When the dark end appeared fo far away; 

[ know the Fury’s face was not fo fcir 
As the dear Pfyche of the bygone day ; 

The old griefs were far purer, l^eonfefs, 

Put the old pain, I thinlc, was fcarcely lefs. 


S(? months grew into years, and he, the E*arl, 

• Married a fecond time. I faw his*wife. 

She might have been his daughter, a fair girl — 
What! could he dare the tempeft and the ftrife, 
Give his calm days into a woman’s power. 

And live the life that changes every hour ? 
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Now happy, now accurfed^ now doubt, now fear 
Ufurping the once proud and peaceful breaft ; 
Onjy more wretched as ftic grows more dear. 

And knowing every joy but that of reft ; 

Yes, he wtts now the flave to woman's whim, 

1 could almoft afford to pitiv him; 

t 

\ 

But that I had tjhat purpofe to achieve — 

' I think for fome time they were happy. Yes, 
And at the firft flic^ loved him, I believe. 

And the fair face and floating golden trefs, 

4 

Her filkcn robes, hen-j^ewels, feathers, lace, 
Ffuttered like funftiine througli the gloomy place. 


A year had paffed after their bridal tour. 

And we were ftaying at his country-feat, 

A park upon the margin of a moor, 

♦ 

The politician’s favourite retreat, 

Where, far from the dull labours of the ftate. 
He had a haven from the ftorms of fate. 
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Here, by her fide, he feeiped to me to change,— 
To be transformed into a better man \ 

Even his voice would have a mu/ic, ftrange 
To its old cadence. Love, perhaps, which can 
Work miracles at will, did this. I know.* 

That even I faw it — I, his bittcreft foe! 


He changed to me—the ftern and haughty air 
Subdued. He never thought of that black*day 
On which he ftruck me; deeming I could bear 
(As formed, no doubt, of quite a different clay 
To the fine porcelain of his r;ink and ftatc) 

An infult, and not pay it back in hate. 


iVnd fo, he fmiled j and I, poor wretch, migl]t balk 
In the new funfhine of his princtly grace ! 

He gave rne, too, a well-bred lacquey’s talk,— - 
To be my lady’s guide about the place. 

Her mediator with the parifti poor— 

Her envoy to the ftarving peafant’s door. 
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I know not how, but throwij together thus, 

It feemed as though we Wad been friends from youth ; 

A lil^^nefs of the miiid united us : 

Her fpirit mirrored mine with fatal truth. 

And trembli*ig on her lips, furprifcd, I’ve heard 

The echo of my own unfpokcn word. 

\ 

I 

\ 

I 

( 

She was not-po, ’tis hard to fay the word,— 

../'She whs not that the fternly juft call good ; 

. -High fentiments frocT' thofe fwcet lips I’ve heard, 

And feen the fair face flufti with noble blood, 

i 

When ftie has markedit}i’ opprcflion of the ftrong,— 

A glowing protcft againft want and wrong. 

4 

I 

Alas ! flie was not all ftie might have been ! 

She had not that^high ftrength of mind, that takes 

Its own pure'ftanding-place upon life’s fccne, 

• « 

And guards a heart, all virtue’s, till it breaks; 

She was a thing of impulfes, and made 

Ever by outward influence to be fwayed. 
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And I, grown bitter from t^at olden wrong— 

The avenging Furies muf! have willed it fo— 

1,—whofe each word was harfti, contemptuous, ftrong, 
Dark with fuch doubts as only bad m^en know,— 
Reigned in this ftormy foul. To like my own i 
And for his Have, my lord "^j^as overthrown. 


Heaven knows I never wooed her, neyer fought 
This vengeance, till it fell acrofs my path ; ' 

T'he rcady-faftiioned thunderbolt I^aught, 

And feized the power it gave to wreak my wrath : 
So came the riood-tide of my darkening fate. 

And blindfold Love took up the arms of Hate. 


()be fair June morning, when departed May 

Yet left her white wraith in the hjwthorn flower. 
Blue violets 'ftarred the bloom-enamelled way, 

Pale cowflips trembled deep in grove and bower. 
She—Eleanor, the Countefs—walked with me 
Home through a wood. We had both been to fee 
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A fick man,—dying, as he p,’-oved to be : 

« 

The dull eyes glazed befoire us in the room. 
And ^he dark lhadows of mortality 

Rofc in his facp and filled the place with gloom. 
Oh, deep relief, in the bright fummer air, 

To find that even yet the earth was fair ! 


4 

How feir to-day ! r Beneath the dark arcade 
l''he waving hyacinths, in one azure fheet, 
•D'eepening to richer j. urple in the (hade. 

Trembled, a fea of flowers at our feet, 

« 

O’er which the fairies on]y ftiould have trod. 

“ The poor old man is gone, then ?” “ Yes. O God 


“ To be where* he is now, and to be free 
From all the torments and conflifting throes. 
The immortal tortures of mortality,— 

t 

'R) be with him, it may be in repofc,— 

To go from under yonder weary fun,— 

To go—aye, even with my work undone !” 



The Secretary. 
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She, Eleanor—I knew ftve loved me, yet 
I knew the ftrong reftralning woman’s pride; 
lA)ve, ftrong to conquer when that power is fet 
Againft the power to die : down by, my fide. 
Deep in the hyacinths, fell on her knees .• 

The Aphrodite of thofe pwrple feas. 


Her head fank low upon her flenderJiands, 

And all its wealth of heavy cheftnut hair 
Uncoiled itfclf from claffic plaited^bands. 

And fell about her throat. So, kneeling there, 
Midft wild hyfteric fobs, whofg paffion broke 
Above the pafeon of her words, ftie fpoke,— 


Why do you fpeak thus —What, you wiQi to die ? 
You ! and with you death meanft, indeed, the End ! 
Have you no pity, then ? You know that I 
Live for you, by you j and the pang muft rend 
My life from out my foul, when yours is reft ! — 
Lionel! ^ you fhall not go, and I be left 
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“ To die upon your corpfe^ for there would be, 

I 

In that one moment before I could die, 

I 

Thu tortures of a lifetime ; I fhould fee 

Your face without the light; your dark deep eye 
With no ftrul looking out, and I alone. 

The h’deous earth ftill ftaftding, and you—gone 


“ No, no, if lift be wcarifome to you, 

^ Give me your hand^ and lead me where you will, 
"I'he road can hav^'no fears, though wild and new 
^ The path, if I am with you, near you ftill; 

The cup you drink, what draught foe’er, can be 

• ‘ c 

Nothing but neeftar, Lionel, to, me. 


“ Perdition has no dread—the beft, the worft 
That dim bey(5nd can give to you and me; 

• I 

My curfe ’twere to be blcft were you accurft, 

^ And mifery with you, not mifery ! 

The drearieft circle in that lower world 
Were heaven to me, fo I with you were huiled. 
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“ And fell with you, with you to fink or rife, 

To be that which indeed* 1 almoft dream 
I am—yourfelf! In thofc myfterious ikies, 

If, as I’ve fomctimes almoft dared to deem— 
I'herc is a better home froni which fe came, 
I'hcrc, Lionel, we muft have been the fame. 


“ You think Tm mad. Oh, Lionel,•condemn, 
Defpife me as you will. The tale is told — 

My foul has found wild words, an« yet in them, 

My thoughts’ tranflation founds but dull and cold j. 
t here is no language the ftrongHheart can fpcak, 

It can but inarticulately break.” 


Oh, to have had a better, purer heart. 

However ftricken, to have fet he» right. 

To have loved, yet had the power to depart, 
And leave her journeying onward to the light. 
To have faid. “ Let us lift our tearful eyes, . 
And find a holier madnefs in the fkies ! ” 
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She ftiould have had the ftrong old Roman faith, 

f 

And firmer will than herS to guide her way: 
She,^rong for fclf-abandonment, for death. 

But oh ! fo wandered from the light of day j 
So given over t<5 Hie wild, brave foul. 

Great in all facrifice but felft control! 


I 

I loved her ! Could I Icfs when fo beloved r 

f*- ^ And in my younger, purer, better days, 

% 

Out of this depth ofi,love, whofe depth is proved 

.Bell by renunciation—which gainfays 

« 

Its own wild promptingji for another’s blifs, 

I could have told her all the wrong of this : 


I could Ijave Ipoken, in thofe earlier years. 

Good words, whefe holy ftrength might make her ftroni! 
1 could have pointed through all doubts and fears 

r 

V'o that one road, however lone and long. 

Which is the only pathway for the bleft, 

And whofe fure end is in a heavenly reft. 
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But all was darkened, all'had long been blind ; 

The deep blue fky was now but deep and blue, 
I recked no longer of a home behind. 

Or faw a promife in the rainbow’s hue. 

The great undying ftars were only ftages** 

In the vaft mechanifm of the ages. 


There was no heaven, the earth was" but a Ihow, 
And we, fo lefs than nothing! ^ Let us live ! 
Poor at the beft the utmoft joys know — 

‘All we caji fnatch is little ; what they give, 

Thef» gods, is ours : “ My Eleanor, my foul, 

• • 

The unknown ocean^ round us rave and roll; 


“ The unknown fliorcs beyond, if fhores there be, 

Arc diftant, and they may be dailc and cold ; 

• * 

But we, we know but this,—for you, for me. 

Is but one certainty when all is told ; 

That you, life of my heart, alone are mine. 

And I, in fpite of heaven and earth, am thine.” 


R 
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She yielded to my prayers^ that fhe fliould fly 

*1 

With me, far from the falfc life which {he led ; 
The mockery of truth, the adlied lie. 

Were to be, hers no more. That night we fled — 
He, readiftg in his ftudy fat till late, 

Whil 9 we met by a lonely, orchard-gate. 


That led into tke wood, thence to the road, 

Where a chaife waited for us. Through the niglu 
The fummer lightr ings, palely trembling, ftiowed 
Eleanor’s beauty, calm but deadly white. 

The die was cafl:, tht, Rubicon was pafl, 

ff 

And fhe was free, and I avenged at lail ’ 


How {hall I tell the reft—my life has been 
A poor, mad record even at the beft: 

But now I come upon that dreadful feene, 

♦ 

* The which once a£led, fleep, and peace, and reft, 
Fly from my foul; and, burning in my brain. 

Blaze the firft fires of eternal pain. 
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He overtook us. I had thought of this, 

* • 

And wifhed it might be 1 * 0 —I wifhed to fay, 

“ Behold, my lord, her who once made your blifs* 

We are avenged. I’ve waited for to-day ; 

Amongft your other dogs^ fome few fharp khs 

Your lordfhip one day gavo me. We are quits ■ ” 

I 

It would be thus, I laid. It was not*fo ! 

He overtook us at a village, where 
Wc had changed horfes; nothing 4do I know 
Of how he traced us, only he was there. 
Shaking his feeble threatening Ij^fnd on high, 

And fcrcaming* curfes to the ftormy Iky, 


Calling the lightnings down to ftrike her dead-r 
She flood a little way apart from me ; 

Great raindrops fell on her uncovered head, 

I tried to lead her to the chaife, but fhe 
Refufed to ftir from where fhe flood j “ I own 
The wrong I’ve done you — it is mine alone. 
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“ Not his,” flie faid, “ the blame; I will not fpcak 
Of why I love him. rfe who made my foul 
Kjjows that, not I. I have been wild and weak, 
Wicked, degraded, loft ; a dreary goal 
Muft eryifhe race I run ; all this I know. 

You can but curfe my m?dnefs, and then go — 


“ Go to the wvrld, and tell it what I am. 

Ana that I dare proclaim my guilt aloud; 

\ 

* Tell how I fpurnsjjl the falfehood and the ftiam. 
The farce, the painted ftiow, the hireling crowd, 

% 

Ready to crawl befewp the guiltieft name. 

And only mercilefs to open fbamc.” 

% 

I could not* fee his face. I threw my arm ' 

Round Elean<?r, to draw her to my fide. 

To (belter her from his wild rage. She,’ calm, 

• Repelled protection, and with fearlefs pride 
Stood as a ftatue, waiting for the end. 

And as a ftatue feemed as like to bend. 
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•rhe threatening hand I faw was raifed again, 

But faw no more, when fhc, with one wild cry. 
Sprang in my arms—a bullet pierced her brain,— 

It was my heart he aimed at—and then I 

*•% 

Felt the warm life-blood trickling on'my bread ; 
’"Fwas hers — and fhe wa^s dead. She is at reft ! 


* She died for me, for me flie gave her name, 

(Oh, do fVot fay Ihc gave her foul as well,^ 

# 

Up to eternal and undying Ihame j 

For me, by murd’rous hands in youth fhe fell ; 
She caught thq ftrokc tjiat fhould have fet me free,* 
And took the deadly b^ll defigned for me. 


And never mine in life, but mine in death, 

I laid her.corpfe in the rude Inn’s bed noom, 

Watched the blood-dabbled lips from which no bre^h 
Should ever come again ; while through the gloom 
The pale face fhone out from the tangled hair 
With ghadly beauty, terrible as fair. 
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They took the Earl, and bound him, mad and raving," 
Like fome wild thipg wHtch fills men’s minds with dread, 
Now for fome means to end his torments craving. 

Now crying out, that it was I was dead, 

“ Not her,” he fhrieked,—“it was not (he who fell,— 

It could not be, I took my a^ too well.” 


Through the long night that feemed to know no morning, 

4 

•Through the long hours that feemed to'know no clofe, 
I watched her till' her face grew on the dawning 
• Out of the pillows, where in calm repofe 
She lay, and through the dufky, flickering light. 

Her profile gleamed, one (hadov/y ftreak of white. 


It was riot I, but he, then, that went mad j 
Or was i^ me tfiey bound, and him they, left ? 
I cannot tell, fome fever that I had. 

Of that laft day my memory has bereft. 

I cannot tell. They tore me from the bed— 
They (l|i|ild have buried me alive inftead. 
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They fhould have laid me under the cold earth j 
They laid her there—whallfcic could fuffer, I 
Could fufFer too — oh, what was my life worth ? 
They laid her under the unpitying Iky*, 

r 

'I'he tempefts beating down on that fair heacf,* 
But I will not believe that IHe is dead ; 


If Ihe were dead fhc could not watch \^ith me 

* % 

Through the long nights, 5.S ftie has done. Yes, lyis ' 
rhey tell wild tales of my infanity, • 

But they are mad, not I — Tve feen her, as 

In the old days, with love in her*^ue eyes, 

• * % 

Too felf-abandoned to affedf difguife. 


If ftie were dead I ftiould. not feel her breath 
Warm on my lips, as I do night aiiH day j. 
All that we underftand in that word Death, 
Is that the thing wc love fhall be—away- 
And by this rule fhe lives, and never died; 

F or never have I miffed her from my fide: 
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Now in her olden lovelinelJs, and now 

I 

With fmears of blood^jlpon her whitened cheek,— 

% 

VV i.*;h damp, entangled hair, and ghaftly brow, 

« 

And dabbled lips, no more to finilc or fpeak. 

But new.'* abfent—never, never gone, 

And ipy worft lonelinefs bas not been lone ! 


Why do they lol: her haunt me thus ?—’twas (he 

II ' ^ 


Who firft loved me—I- read it in her face ! 


«) 


• Love ! Something more than love,—fome devilry 

That made perdition of each tender grace ; 

• As though fhe faid, *^.We both are mad, then why 

* 4 

Fight with a love, lefs love th^n deftiny ? ” 


I know our bond was madnefs, and not love j 

The old,"uncured paflion drove me mad ; 

« • 

And her wild words, that feemed my heart to move, 
* But galvanifed that dead dream : thus Ihc had 
Only from me that fhadowy, fccond madnefs,— 

A new-born love, born dead from bygone fadnefs. 
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'1 hough all the nights arc darknefs, ftill flie’ll come; 

And in the thick, black'blindncfs flie is there: 

She adds new horror to the difmal gloom, 

And makes more darknefs with he/ falling hair j 

So when that man who guards me fays lhe,’s dead, 

% 

I point to where (he fits hefide my bed. 


One day they let me out into the air,— 

Into a garden, where thick groves of trees 
Shut out the world. Oh, GodJ how fair—how Fair 
I'he place feemed to me ! How the balmy breeze 
Sent life and rapture thrilling,ihrough my breaft * - 
I half believed in tha^t mad word called rejl. 


And wandering through thick Ihrubberies, Ifft at large 
By him who guarded me, I came upon 
A fpot where fat a keeper with his charge,— 

An old, white-headed man. The hot fun ftioifc 
Full in his^face : fo imbecile, fo wild. 

So childilh, yet fo little like a child ! 
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I knew him !*—Yes, this ghoft of days gone by,— 

This (hadow of the thing that I had h.ited,-T- 

« 

I'his M'as the Earl! ’T was fit, indeed, that 1 

Should meet him thus. Poor puppets, it was fated ! 
This blind, ^viid mifery, from firft to laft, 

In planet^ untranflateable was* call. 


He fat and gibbered at fome foolilh game, 

^/ith painted palleboards in his weak, white hands : 

I know the day he played for name and fame. 

And when his cards were nations, crowns, and lands ; 

Now with the toys of th'at poor, mad French king, 

* • « « 

Well plcafed, he played, as loll aiyi mad a thing. 


Oh, to have met him in his day of power 

In this deep, filenir grove,— with one llrong hand 

« * 

To have wrellled with him in this lonely bower, 

« 

Aifd left his black blood to pollute the land 
On which we Hood; that future years might know, 
By poifonous weeds, the fpot where fell my foe 1 
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, liut not for me this triuhiph. He was dead ! 

This poor, refufcitated’corpfe was not 

% 

A thing to hate ! Upon this palAed head 

What curfes could I heap ? Thjvt it might rot, 
And the crazed brain go back again to cky ? 

To wifti this were to blefs him. From that, day 


I never faw him more, nor wifti to fee; 

What further vengeance can the Furies give ? 

The once proud Earl, who fcojined and tortured me, 
To change to this poor puppet, and to live ! 

1 left him as I heard his fhrilf laugh ring, 

Harfti and difcordai\t, while he played a king ! 

His keeper fooled him. Thank God, I w^s poor ! 

They never lied to me : they 4et me be ; 

• • 

A harfti voice muttering at the grated door 

(That was enough of outer life for me), 

A furly order to me to be ftill,— 

% 

Was my laugh, then, like thofe, fo wild and Ihrill, 
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That rang through the long galleries in the gloom ? 

Or was it I who laugheB ? It may have been,— 
Wh/^n horrid lhapes role up and filled the room, 

t 

I may have llirieked ; or when cold hands, unlben 
But loathsome to the touch, plucked at my breafi. 

It may be that I broke the ‘iceeper’s reft. 


Oh, for that lingering death that will not come ! — 

it a lie, then ? Do men never die ? 

1 ‘have borne more ic my life’s little fum 

Than might have made a nation’s agony ; 

And yet I live,—or is‘bhis, after lifey 
% % • 

The fierce commencement of eVernal ft rife ? 


That thought has come to me,—that is the worft 
Of all my tormeJiits. Since I met with him, 

4 * 

1 think that ftie, and he, and 1, accurft, 

t 

Wander for ever here, where all is dim; 

And horrid fancies haunt my burning head. 

That we are dead, but know not we are dead ! 
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♦ 


If there is any peace or any heaven, 

If on fome diftant fliorc* there fhould be—reft ; 
If e’er was wretch from fin by fuffering ftirivcn„ 
May 1 not have fome title to be blpft,— 

My only crown of joy in Paradife, 

Oblivion of my earthly njiferies ? 

I do not alk to live—that dVeam #s o’er j 
I do not afk to love — that lie has fled 
In all the tortures of this hither ftiore, 

And all the pangs of which my heart is dead * 
The blifs of heaven were fcarcely.blifs to me, 

It 

And all I pr^y is, onl^ —not to be! 





7HE LAST HOURS 6F THE GIRONDISTS. 


It A^UILTY ! ” One wild, fiidignant fliout! One 

of the band • 

Falls at his .comrade’s feet, ^ What, brother, weak Pii 

Dead, by his own and not the hangman’s hand ! 

The only cowardice the records fpeak 
. • 

Is this, recorded in that marble cheek— 

“ Valaze, couldft not thou like ns await ? 

One common heart is ours j and it flioufd break 

Beneath one blow. The traitor’s venomed hatf 

Will but immortalife us with a martyr’s fate.” 
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The Lajl Hours of the Glrondijls. 


One—Sillery—has caft afide his* crutch : 

f 

“ Oh ! this, my day of glory, this ! ” he cries. 

Tljen all, with one laft, lingering, pitying touch, 

% 

Approach wl^ere coldly, dead Valaze lies. 

Thus tlyjy. depart—the glorious, the wife— 

And with them fades tfce dream fo pure and bright 
And Freedom’s ftar, new i</en in the fkies. 

They fee o’erfKadowed. While a thick, black nigl 

I 

Rtf.’ens hideous in the land, and blood obfcurcs the light 


Kack to their dungeon, with the infpired fong 

^ lb 

.Of freedom fwelling on the; midnight air ! 

Back to their dungeon — Oh !* but not for long 
'rtofe c\arkening walls together will they fliare. 

• ^ u 

But fripndly hands have fpread a banquet there : 
Great waxen lights are fhimmering in the gloom, 

• • > • t * 

While flowers, antithetically fair, 

f 

♦Upon the oaken prifon-table bloom. 

What, is this revelry to mock their haftening doom ? 
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No i but the high of foul*, and pure of heart, 

May fmile upon the brnfk of that abyfs: 

And, ere for brighter hem’ifpheres they part, 

Catch a laft funbeam from the light, of this. 
I'o-morrow, death ! Dark fynonyme foP b^fs j 

t 

I'o-night, wine, friendfbip,—aye, mirth if tjiev will. 
•One voice alone from tht proud band they mifs, 

One vacant place the dcatf was fneant to fill — 
To-morrow night, oh,'brother, we lhall lie as.ifill' 


T hus feated round the board, with eyes illumed 
With the fo,rc^hado^ycd glory of their fate, 
rhey talk, the young, 1:he brave, the good, the doomed. 

The immolation of inferior hate 
May lay them low ; it lays them low too late «— 

They cannot be extinguiflied. They have been, 

^ • 

And even in death will be for ever great! 

So, with proud prefence, and the conqueror’s mi^n, 
They play the laft fad adl upon their life’s dark feene. 
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And in their talk there gleams the undying wit, 
Which even the darkeft fubjefts fparkles o’er, 
As^a black Iky with fummer lightning lit; 

But mirth f^ems difeord, and they evermore 

Return jvhifperings of that unknown fhore 

« 

To,which they go. Gf^nius with them is faith. 
“ What though we float th'^:re in a fea of gore. 

So that we reach the land ; the ufelefs flieath 
Fjang from the immortal fword, fet.frec in death. 


And we ftiall meet, and meeting there, fhall be 
^ What we have not been in. this mortal life. 

Except in dreams. We ftiall’be free ; yes, free ; 

« 

Regenerate by the baptifmal knife, 

F'^ from this land of murder, hate, and llrife, 

We ftiall be there, where Liberty is Peace ; 
Where patriots win a crown with glory rife. 

Where falfehood enters not, where difeords ceafe, 
rhe pang thefe traitors chriften death is but releafe. 
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“ Releafe from what ? A* land whofe foil is red 

With innocent blood that cricth to the fkies; 

* 

Where the axe reigns, nor fpares the holieft head^ 

t 

Where glorious truths are made the; malks for lies, 
Where widows* curfes, helplefs orphans* ctijs, 

And all the voices of the defolate ^ 

"From morn till night up lo God’i^throne arifc ; 

Where men breathe but orfe tong*ue of rage and hat^^, 

t 

And al],toftrikcaneighbour*s death-blow, watch jyidwaiJ.” 


So the dawn finds them—earneft yet ferene, 
Thoughtful not mournful, l^eace has fet a feal 
On ever) brow. Life*and the world have been, 
And have been glorious. Their looks i^veal 
’I*he calmnefs of repofe that heroes feel; 

I'he long campaign is o*er, the day is done. 
They have fought nobly for a nation’s we^. 

The mighty caufe they ftruggled for have won, 
Vnd in a bed of glory redly links their fun. 
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* JOANNA OF NAPLES. 


SHRIEK ! one lingering difmal fcream,- 
The fleepers blend it with their dream, 
And turn and flcep again ; 

['he fwallows hear it in the eaves, 
t trembles through the ifnoA leaves. 

And fliakes the fields c?f grain. 


f 

4 

Ehe fentry by the outer wall, 
rhe houle-dog dozing in the hall, 

Lill fhivering to the found ; 
rhe courtiers in each turret room 
dear dreadful ech'oes pierce the gloom. 
And fear to look around. 

m 


i 
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But ere it dies—that lingering feream — 
Men ftartlcd from a broken dream,^ 
Spring wakeful to their feet ; 

And through the corridors they go. 

With hurried footfteps to and fro. 

While loud the tocfms beat. 


One hears the voice, to whom*each tone. 
From its fir ft accents fondly known, 

Muft yet familiar be : 

H is faithful nurfe, upon whofe breaft. 

Prince Andreas once waS huflied to reft, 

• • 

Now cries, “ I come to thee ! 


My lord ! my lord ! ” That hideous Ihriek 
That chilled each heart and STanched each cheek, 
Frorn Andreas^ chamber came. 

She points the way—(he goes before— 

She leads them to the lofty door. 

While red the torches flame. 
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"Joanna of Naples, 


They draw their fwords—they enter. What!« 

^ I 

Nothing but filence ? He is not! 

Ffis vacant couch bcfide, 

With ftiadowy face and falling hair, 

Bej.dstth the moonlight purely fair, 

• She ftands — his fofnetime bride. 


No more !* 7'he lady and the light, 

The ftillnefs of the fummcr night, 

The murmu." of the trees } 

Far off upon the mountain-fidc. 

Like white-robecl» ghofts the fhadows glide, 
And tremble on the Teas. 


No more ! Her pale face meets the glare, 
I'he ^leamiifg torch, the courtiers’ flare. 
The wonder of the crowd. 

She ftands—a queen upon her throne 
Ne’er ftatelier flood than fhe, alone, 

As beautiful as proud. 



yoanna of Naples. 



“ Why do you brcSk upon my lleep ? 
What mean thefe vigils that ye keep 
About my chamber-door^ 

Abafhed, the fquires and couj'tiers Hand, 
Waved back by that imperious han,<4, 
And by the lookilie wore. 


Then fpake the nurfe : ‘‘ Yoyr leave to fpeak, 
My lady ! By that aflien cheek. 

From which the blood hath flown. 

Where is the hufband long abhorred ? 

1 alk thee, woman, for^*hy lord,— 

Why art thou here alone 


She laughed : “ ’Tis ftrange you alk me this, 
I never made his woe or blife ; 

Nor was it mine to know 
Whither he went, or why he ftaid ! ** 

Thus gravely, then, the other laid, 

“ Cain, madam, anfwered fo ! ** 
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"Joanna of Naples. 


“ Look through the chamber, fquires, and find „ 
Your lord. It was wandering wind 
That called* me from my bed j 
A wVifper^in the heart that nurft 
I'he prince, through love of her, accurft. 

Has told me, he is dead. 


“ Search, fq/iires, and find your lord,” flie cried. 
Then flung the grated cafement wide. 

And wildly gazed below : 

Above the grafs the bloflbms bend,— 

The fhadows of tijp lime-trees blend. 

And flicker to and fro. * 


Here, with his face towards the fky. 
She fees her murdered maftcr lie, 
Witfi flowers about his head ; 

4 * His blood upon the trampled fod. 
His foul, unfhriven, gone to God ; 

“ I knew that he was dc:id: 



yoanna of Naples. 
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‘‘ 1 knew that he was flain,” fhe cried, 
“ Heaven yield him joy of fuch a lyidc ! 

And all the powers above, ^ 

Look down upon the next who*woos. 
And fhield and profpcr him who fu65 • 
For fuch a ladv’s^ove.” * 
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LOUISE DE LA VALLIERE. 

IP^NCIRCLED bjr the deep black Convent lhade, 

« So clofe the fhadows on my clofing life, 

And fo all earthly joys, all worldly ftrife. 

Mix with the {hadows, and to ftiadows fade. 

’ Unto'this quiet end, my weary feet 

Have bent their toilfome way through mafque and fete 
Late come here, but cannot come too late ; 

God’s hand ftill beckoning to this calm retreat. 

This quiet end, with an unquiet mind. 

Hive I forefeen through mifts of hindering tears, 
Forelhadowing, for many ftormy years, 

That day when I fhould leave the world behind. 



Louife de la ValUere, 
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li(), Louis, once mine IdolJ Faith, and Shrine, 

Sole creed and hope—foil madnefs, thought, or dream. 
Thine image fadeth from me, in the beam 
()f images, eternally divine. 


TVnd be my penance the d^ep Convent fhadfc. 

Far from thy ftar-like eyes’*too folal light; 

So through the fhadows of the darlc, long ni^ht. 
May I yet reach thofe ftars that cann^fade. 


And in God’s land of the Diviije For-Ever, 
Whofe days*and nights arc as a thoufand years, 
That poor, brief Paft, atoned by many tears, 
Stall be remembered. Kingly Louis, nev^r! 


But from the ruin of that broken dream, 
Unftained, ferene, thine image (hall arife ; 
And in the ftormleft world beyond the fkies. 
Our fouls may melt in one immortal beam. 
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Louife de la Vallure. 


One ftar, one cloud, or one‘wild wandering breeze. 

Part of the mighty myft'ery of the fpheres, 

JV^ay link and mingle, through the eternal years. 
The undying fonls of Louis and Louife. 
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^UEEN GUINEFIlRE. 


J WEAR a crown of gems t?pon my brow, 

Bright gems drop down upon my yejlow hjiir. 
And none can tell beneath their grandeur, how. 
My brain is racked ^ith care : 


How wicked love/ny loftVoul is enchaining,-^ 
As finful men are chained to torture’s wheel, 
So I, the prifoner of my griefs remaii^ng. 

My own dark doom do feal. 


rhere is a figure that I fhould not fafhion, 

Whofe form I ihape from every changing fliade ; 
rhe (hadow of my wild and wicked paflion, 

I meet in grove and glade. 
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^een Guinevere* 


There is a voice, whofe mufic ever changing, 

I hear in ev*ry murmvii* of the fea, 

In ev’ry wind o’ei* moor and mountain ranging. 
In ev’ry ruftling tree. 


'I'here is,a face I fee in mournful fplendour, 

I 

In each ftar-jewehof the crown of night, 
Whofe lineaments all nature’s beauties render, 

i ' 

In ihadow and in light, 

• % 


I 


There is a dream th^^t I fhould perifti, dreaming, 
*A dream that haunts me ftill by night and day; 
But vet fo fubtle am I in fair feeming. 

None dare my fame gainfay. 


And thus 1 murmur : Oh, my Lancelot f 
/Firft of all warriors breathing heaven’s breath, 
I pray to die, that thou may ft be forgot j 
If we forget in death. 



^een Guinevere. 
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Oh, my loft foul! Oh,* my loved Lancelot! 

My broken faith ! Thpfe deep and dreaming eyes ! 
I cannot hide me where thou comeft nol, 

To Ihut me from the fkies. 


9 

Oh, weary earth without my Lancelot! 
Oh, dreary life bereft of end or^aim ! 

f 

Save to feek out fome folitary fpot,« 
Wherein to hide my ftiame. 


(.)h, fatal paffion, that abforbs my life ! 

« * 

Oh, dreadful madijefs, that confumes my foul ^ 
A queen, aye, worfe*; oh, mifery, a wife * 

God give me felf-control! 


God give*me ftrength to bear, and filenee keep; 

Angels, once women, pity woman’s pain, 

And hufti me to that flumber, calm and deep, 
From which none wake again ! 
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’ AND NO. 

I *' 

'jm. Nh'yiPOUl'ANS rOTING FOR ANNEXATION IFJTIJ 

• piedMont. 


C 

% 


,^^^NDER the funftiine the urns are fet, 

Under the*%nfhine the crowds arc met, 
^Xhe mighty, the humble, the haughty, the poor. 


Never fo met or fo incinglcd before. 


Speak, oh wondrous and gathering crowd * 

Souf of the nation, fpeak aloud ! 

Shall Naples, your birthplace, be great and free ? 

« 

Hearts of the people, anfwcr “ Si.”- 




.^en, whofc lives have been {pent in chains. 
Men, grown old *neath the torturer’s pains. 
Women, whofe beauty has faded away. 

Shut from the light of the beautiful day, 



S/ and No, 


Children, whofe fathers the headfman flew, 
Fools, who have fancied a Bourbon true, 
Know ye this day-dawn of Lilierty ? 
Refcucd populace, anfwer, “ Si.’’, 


• • 


Anfwer, oh, people ! oh, citizens, come ! 

Blind and grey, and ftricken and dumb, 

I'hc beggar that crawls from tjae hofpital doi>r, 
I'hc invalid, never fo ftrong befSre j 
'Fhe voices of children, that fcarce can fpeak, ^ 
I'he voice of the dying, thoygh never fo weak 
Kvery voice in the land fhall be 
Mixed in the might of thi#*anfwering “ Si.” 


Who would rccoif on a day like this, ^ 
Who would fall back from the national blifs, 

t 

Who would be traitor, and coward, and 6)ol, 

Let him cry “ No ” to EmmaAuel’s rule. 

• • 

But, oh, free-born fons of the Southern race 

Rufli to be bound in this vaft embrace, 

Italia, united, regenerate. Free, 

Souls of the populace, anfwer, “ Si!" 




BT THE SEA-SHORE. 


(^HE tort the black fca-weed in her hand, 

‘*He looked down the long glittering fand. 

Her eyes roamed far o*cr the wandering fea : 

Qh, fhe is all ocean aqd earth to me, 

. . « , 

All heaven and earth, and fky and fea,— ■ 

% 

More th?n creation,*’ he faid, “ to me.” 

I 

Her lovely lips hafl a fcornful grace, 

A haughty glory lit hp her face, 

Her eyes fhone out o’er the billowy tide, 

But Aeir light was veiled by a cloud of pride : 

“ She reigns o’er my heart as the moon o’er the tide 
I live by her beauty, I die of her pride. 



By the Sea-Shore. 


^ 1 S 


w 

‘Ji I die of the fcorn in her glorious eyes, 

I die of the pride in her col^ replies j , 

Hut I live in her lovelinefs, breathe in the light 
That gleams through the clouds in hex* eyes’ dark rught 
Her pride is the ftiadow, her beauty the light*, 

And the wide world fleeps’in her eyes of nijghf. 


My love is as vain as her words are cold, 

And my dream will die when my dream is told j 
Her heart is as hard as this beatea fhore. 

That the lonely furges are wandering o’er; 

Y^t 1 linger here on this difmai'lhore, 

• • 

And I cannot go till my dream is o’er.” 


% 

“ Why do you linger ? ” at laft fhe said ; 

“ The low lun dies in an opal bed, * 

The low fun fades in the purple fea.” 

“ Yes, all the world is at reft but me : 

Oh, thou that art more than earth or fea, 
Have pity—have pity,” he cried, “ on me ! ” 
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By the Sea-Shore, 


“ Hear my words, if you mock my prayer, 

I 

Let me not die of this dumb defpair ; 

I ^Jove you — I fear not your pitilefs fcorn — 

I love you better than night or morn, 

I laugh at your pride, and I fmile at your fcorn ; 
But 1 loye you — I love you by night and mom. 


‘ “ 1 love you in fpite of my wifer thought — 

love you with love that can never be bought — 
But alone in your ♦pride 1 leave you here, 
‘Wher^the defolate ftiore is dull and drear ; 

r 

For a prouder mate Ho I leave you here, 

And a lovelefs life with its gfrandeur drear.” 

<• 


Has ihe no word on her curling lips. 

No anfwpring glance from her eye’s ecbpfe. 

But the darknefs of night, as he turns away, 

% 

To leave her under the dark’ning day 
“ Oh, life of my life, why turn away ? 

I love you better than night or day. 



• ’ By the Sea-Shore, 

‘‘ Was it my part/* flie faid, “ to fpeak ? 
Better mv heart flioiild in filence break : 

f 

Looking but now o’er that fhadowy fea, 
Little cares he, I thought, for me; 

More than heaven, or earth, or fea,., 

Am I, indeed, belo^;ed by thee ? ” 
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JT Lj^sr. 


He. 

laft, at laft ! hand refts on your hair, 

, Through the deep.fhadows in your eyes, I look, 

• « ^ 

I'here was a time I read them *ds a boo'k ; 

* 

Life driftj? away, and all life's long defpair, 

And lo, I reft 'my hand upon your hair. 


At laft ! How ftiould you guefs that it was fo ? 
1 poring at my ftudies in the (hade, 

You, in the funftiine, glitteringly arrayed, 

Flitting, embodied brightnefs, to and fro; 

I fay, how (hould you guefs it could be fo ? 



At lafi. 
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cHow (hould you know I loved you ? there was not 

% 

One link between us ; not a thought of mine 
rhat had one fliadc in harmony with thine ; 

In ycnir bright miHlon, and my quiet lot, 

One unifon, one concord, there was not. *• 

» 

And yet, and yet—apart^from all the reft. 

I’ve watched you till the watchih^grew a pain, 

And yet I lingered, watching you again,— » 

Love, a dull anguifh, ftifled in my breaft. 

Rut in all outward feeming, as tlfe reft. 

St) J grew mad, not wj?at the world calls mad. 

Rut that flow madnefs of the foul, that broods 

* 

Under the graveft and the ftilleft mood^S j 
And fome have called me churlifti, others, faq, 

T hey all were wrong, they Ihould have called me mad. 

• * 

If there had been a hope, a thought, a chance 
Of your love, 1 had, hand to hand with fate, 

Fought that great battle which makes manhood great, 
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At lajl. 


And walked through fire to win one gentle glance 
But oh, my Nemefis, there* was no chance. 

And fo my life ebbed, purpofelcfs, away. 

As fome How river through a dcfert flowing ; 
Enough to me that weary life was going ; 

The pall of night fell diirk on every day, 

And I was happy^ fo life ebbed away. 

Life held no purpofe pnderneath the fkies, 

]^arth held no prize but one, and that was you, 

•^And that could not Br mine,— I knew, I knew 

• • * * 

I was not born to win fo great 4 prize, 

Then i^hat was there for me, below the Ikies ? 


At laft, at laft ! My hand is on your hair, 

< • 

Deep, deep, I gaze into thofe tender eyes ; 
Cow in their depths fome hidden forrow lies j 
Tell me, whofe life has been one long defpair. 
Speak, as I reft my hand upon your hair. 



At laji. 
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W 

S%e. 

At laft, at laft ! That forrow in my eyes* 

Has brooded there for melancholy years ; 

• • • * * 

At firft their light was drowned in hopefefs tears. 

But there was comfort in loud agonies ; • 

It is the quiet grief has dinamed ray eyes. 


At laft, at laft ! And yet you cannot read 
The forrow that has ftiadowed all my youth , 

What! can the foul not fathom the foul’s truth 

• . • 

With the faifie forroAr could your true heart bleed, 
And yet the pain in my heart never read ? 


I loved you. With that wondering regard 
I fcarce dared own unto myfelf j I thought 
My p’ride debafed, to love, and love unfought J 
Where others knelt, where others prayed, *twas hard 
Never to win one wandering regard. 
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At uiji. 


And yet, and yet—how often have I turned 

I'o the ffill (hade, where btjnding o’er foine book, 

» , 

You, the grave fcholar fat, with earncfl: look 

t 

That never anfwe^ed mine ? my cheek has burned 
That my hearjt. owned a paffion unreturned — 

And fo 1 married, and have beer I’ll not 

I^eproach you witlvthat mifery ! My chain 

I 

Wjore its, flow length, though every link was pain. 
Let/he dead paft be buried and forgot, 

4 

But, oh, to have been lcJ*fed, yet known it not ! 

< 

« * 

I dt reproach you with a Slighted .life, 

I do accufe you for our wafted years, 

Your ruined« manhood, all my hidden tears. 

My life-long lie as an unloving wife, 

Thefe on your head,*vith all a wretched life, 

I 

« 

Dyings you fend for me, to tell me this, 

Which told before—I might have been. Oh, Ood ! 
Teach me to bow beneath the bitter rod ; 



Jt laji. 
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It was Thy will to tfold me from fuch blifs, 

So, from his dying lifs* I gather this. 

Yet, by Love*s immortality, we may, 

In fome ferener fphere united yet. 

This lower lofs, thpfe lower griefs, forget 
In the great glory eternal day. * 

The fulnefs of the foul felponAs, “We may.’* 

So reft thine hand in blefling on my hair ; 

1 have been loved, I have been loved—at laft ** 
This wondrous prefent blots out all the paft j 
Life drifi^s away, and all 4 life’s defpair— 

So die, beloved, thine hand upon my hair. 
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TIRED OF LIFE. 


■ • 

•w E have drifnk: the wine of life, 

* «We have drained the cup to the lees, 
•“^nd after the ftruggle, the battle, the ftrife. 
We laugh at marf’s miferies. 


i 

t • 

• Yds ! we, too, were paflionatp fools, • 
Loving, and dying for love j* 

Ours once •the heart no philofbphy fchools, 
And*the bofom a prayer could move. 


Yes ! we at a changing fhrine 
^nce knelt, and adored, and prayed 

And the (hort-livcd goddefs was always divine. 

In the light of our love arrayed 



Tired of Lije, 
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Yes ! we, too, fufFercd and wept, 

% 

And hope’s gay vifidns were ours ; 

» • 

And the dreams that came to us while we fltpt. 
Were decked in young Fancy’s flowers. 


But oh I how the f^ry died, 

From our love, and oCir hope, and trull. 
And how, borne down by Time s pitilcls^ tide. 
Our goddelTcs crumbled to dull. 


And the prize, when the^acc was done, 
With its torturing hopes and fears j 
Was it worth the anguilh it coll, when \vt)n, 
In thofe foolilh, early years? 


# 

We have drained the wine of life, 

'Fo the goblet’s bittereft lees ; 

And we look back after the turmoil and llrilc 


To laugh at our miferies. 
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Tired of Life, 


« 


Then we’re wondrous witty and gay. 

And we mock every fearneft heart, 

^ % 

While we marvel that ever, in life’s dull play, 
We played, fuch a paflionate part. 


I 


But we fometimes paufe ii^.our jell: 

To note its uogenid mirth, 

a ^ 

*And wonder fometimes if it really is beft 
‘ To be carelefs of heaven and earth. 


< To have loft our belief in truth, 

To have loft our deep faitji in love. 

To have out-lived each dream of our golden youth, 
And our hope in a Heaven above. 


And neither to live nor to die, 

t 

* But to drag out the length of our chain, 
With a mirth that muft always end in a fjgh. 
And laughter allied to pain. 



Tired of Life, 


To be favant, punfter, and wit, 

% 

And fought for at diifner and ball. 
To wear the laft faftiion, and under it 
To hide from the eyes of all, » 


The weary, diflatisfi^ed breaft. 

So empty, and joylefs,*and cftld ; 

While we fneer at man’s folly, and wild unreft 
In the battle of life fo bold. ' 


'To be older in foul than ywrs, 

I'o be fieavily Ifearing our life ; 

Oh, better the harafling hopes and the fearS 
Of that byegone tempeft and ftrJfe.* 


Oh, better the earlieft death, 

f 

Ere the freftinefs of childhood had paft. 
Than years to drag on of flow lingering breath 
And to die fo tired at laft. 
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A iriNG 


Ajji v\VO W'jmcii flood upon the yellow fand, 

* The'waves and fea-weeds curling round their feet,- 

< 

Pnfe shaded with a brown but flender hand 
Her dark eyes from the heat. 

if V 

I alkcd, “ Why watch ye thus bdfide the deep, 

Whoff; rife and fall the hidden moon controls?” 
“We wait a l*ju,ch fliall wake us from our fleep \ 
WeVc waiting for our fouls.” 

4 

“ Are not your fouls within your breafls ?” I cried, 

A fitter laugh ran down the flretching fands \ 

“ My foul went forth,” one faid, “ with him who died 

I 

Far off in unknown lands. 
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Waiting. 
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^ “ And from that day I’ve been the fhadow only, 

Of what I was before ifhat day came down ; 

"I he dead, than I, could never be more lonely,» 

0 ■' 

In yonder peopled town.” , 

• 1 wept to hear her. “ You are broken-hearted, 

♦ * •• y 

iJy lofs of him you lovcd*fo*wefl! ” I faid. 

“ Not fo, both heart and foul with*him departed, 
And I am only—dead. 

“ I knew his death-hour, though none other knev/.;»— 
The world betwe^i us ; but I felt him die— 

A fhiver pierced my inmoft being through— 

That was his parting figh ! 

w 

“ His comrades waited for the fhip’s return. 

And hoping, fearing, lingered on the ftiore; 

I had no fear, no hope,—‘ Go back and mourn. 

You will not meet him more.’ 



290 Waiting. 

“ I faid—they called me mad,' and went their v;ay ; 

I watched the waves come up, and rave, and roll, 
J5ut nci'^er faw his face unto this day ; 

And thus I Igft my foul.” 


The other woman neither fpoke nor moved. 

“ And (he ?” I aft^ed.' I know her not,” fhc laid, 
“ I only know that'lhc has loft and loved, 

And flTe like me, feems—dead.” 


“ Love comes not once,V I faid, “ but till the laft. 

The foul’s dead winters change to liviifg fprings, 

« 

God wakes the lyre to mufic of the Paft—" 

“ But nof the broken ftrings ! 


“ But not the'broken ftrings,” fhe cried, “ (jo to, 
WAy do you ftand to argue with a ghoft ? 

We fee not thefe things as they feem to you 
Becaufe our fauh are loji. 
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Waiting. 


‘‘ Leave us ; why wafte ^our comfort on the dead ? 

We with our hopes were‘wrecked on vender tide ; 
We afk no pity, neither tears,” fhe faid, 

“ Wc did nol»weep—we died ’’j 


‘•And fo 1 left them—more I could not le. 

* •• 

Still ftood they where the furies ^ound them broke. 
Hut evermore my memory would rei\irn 
I'o her who never fpoke. 
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.UNDER GROUND. 


let theWcornful lip be loud, 

^ 7'hough every word were once a wound ; 
Rail on, beloved ! be cold, be proud j 
I can defy you« —under ground ! 


^afs by, my grave \nfith carelefs trea^. 

Spurn the low grafs and trufh the weed : 

C> 

The turf may fade above my head. 

The heart beneath will never bleed. 


1 loved you, as men love, who Rake 
t;* Their foul upon one caft,— I loft. 
Your common hearts can only break, 
And life was all my madnefs coft. 



Under Ground. 


I did not curfe you when you fold 

Your wicked heart; and when#you lied, 
And bartered all your foul for gold,o * 

I let you go, and only — died. 

* • * 

So laugh, and tell them how I thre;w * 
Name, honour* creed[, beneath your feet; 
Tell all I loft in loving you, # 

And how you flung me oflF, my fweet ' 

But keep this in your memory : 

When all is told, wh^n all is faid. 

The triumph ffill remains with me. 

And I am vidtor—being dead ! 

% 

So laugh your loudeft ! — fay your wofft ! - 
RJng o’er my grave the fifver fo^nd ! 
rhrough you in life and death accurft, 

I vet cfcape you— under ground ! 
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Vyi L E, 


down into tke grave of all the Paft ; 
Leave me alone.' 

e 

Oh, paflion, wide and deep and firft and lall, 

« 

'Thank God thou *rt gone ! 


Go back into the dreary gulf of l^ime ; 

•Thy reign is o’er; 

Thou, once fo'loVely in thy golden prime. 

Lovely n» more. 

f 

t 

But ev.ermore a hideous, ghaftly fbape. 

From fhadows made ; 

This fo-called grief is only—an efcape ! 

Good fpeed, falfe ihade ! 



Vale. 
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(io hack ! With all things like thee, fair and lying, 

(to to the dead I * 

I'hoii, fo ftiort-lived, and yet fo long a-dyin^, 

Back to thy dead ! 


'Hrlgljt years I've loll for^thce and thy deliffion, 

Which at the beft,' 

Was mingled joy and pain, in much'confufion. 

But never reft. 


Manhood's high hopes through»thee and for thee blighted^ 

• * . • • 

• Dear haft tlfou coft ; 

Thou that canft leave me in the end benighted^ 

Homclefs, and—loft. 


But go, for of no more canft thou bereave me ; 

All haft thou had : 

One good thing only canft thou do,—to leave me, 

Leave me not mad ! 
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Vale, 

rhen go, go, take thy phrenfies and thy raving 

Out of my mind. • 

• *. . . 

Cio wit|;» thy fever and infatiate craving. 

Leave mp—refigned. 

Struck by thy bitter lightnings,, hopelefs, blaffcd 

Lovelefs, unbleft ; 

Shor.n of that life whifch I for thee have wafted 

«« 

0 ,nly — at reft ! 
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GOING DOWN, 

A SONG. 

D EA’I'H in the fk;^, death on the wave. 

In flffht of our native fhore, 

O * 

No power can help, no ariA can lave. 

We *lhall never reach it more ; 
rhen ftrt one gun, for a laft farewell* 

T'o the diftant lighted town; 

'I'hough they cannot aid, they wijl hear the knell. 
For we’re going—we’re going dowm 

T here’s a girl who loves me, that will mark 
Every cloud in the changing Iky, 

Whofe heart will fink as the heavens grow dark. 
And the raging furf rolls by ; 
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Going Down. 


1 can almoft fee the light that fhe burns 

# 

In that fwift receding town, 

AirJ 1 know in her grief to her God fhe turns ; 
But we’re going — we^re going down. 


'^'et yQu fee my face by the lightning fl.ifli, 

And you cannot fee me blench ; 

• * • 

I'rhcre’s a fpirit J'er which the waves may d.ifh, 

*1 And*a fire they cannot quench ; 

Sq let’s breathe one prayer that our God may hear. 
Look once at oui* native town, 

And thofe glancing lights that feem fo near, 

While We’re .going—wc’ra going down. 
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GABRIEL. 

A LAZY SONG. 


% 

o H, men may ftrive with hcar| and brain, 

r<) mend the nation’s woes *, 

!5ut I who know they ftrive in vain^ 

()n thyme and turf repole. 


Sf) let them worlc, and let thenf weep, 
toil, no tears will I, 

But lie afleep in wild wood deep,* 

And dream until I die. 


The gipfy fmiles to fee the wiles. 
By which the world is won ; 
v\nd fheltervng in the foreft aifles, 
Laughs at the golden fun. 



JOO 


Gabriel. 


I 

Oh, wife men work, and wife men weep. 

Beneath the burning fky j 

3ut I will fleep in heathery deep, 

% 

And dream until I die. 


Xh€;,fun has his allotted tafk, 

« 

Each bee his work to do, 

t • « 

But in the funbeams I can bafk, 

I 

And feent the flowers too. 


% 


I 


And if I’hear of ft>uls that bum. 
Or hearts that break in vain, 

9 

Why, hi the fern, I drowfy. turn 

« 

^nd go to fleep again. 
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FAREWEmUL. 


L 


ET others run the toilfomc race j'jind win. 

So will not I ; 

F 

Too old am I the ft^uggle jto Ijegin ; 

• * . * 

Then let me lie, , 

Where on the waving g^afs the lhadows *glide^* 

And only mark 

f 

The ebb of Time’s too flow receding tide, 

That drifts me to the dark. 


An#thou, beloved, pafs onward on thy w<*, 

Live down thy fhamei 
1 curfc thee not for that dead yefterday, 

, Why fliould I bfeme 

Had we been happier, though in feeming bleft. 

Ah, who can tell ? 

Farewell, adored, that word is almoft—reft. 

Then but that word—Farewell! 
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JFAKING. 


M 


^ • 

Y iife is over*ere my days are done, 


, crown is withered ere the race is won, 

Thd veil hath fallen ere the fhrine is neared, 

And the fair ftatue wlj,ich my love had reared 

Is ftiattered to the jrroiiird. 


Thy beauty was the beauty of Aiy mind. 
Which with thine outward image I entwined. 
Till every thought that God made fair in me 
I ihaped and fubli^ated into thee, 

4 

And with thy likenefs bound. 


1 made thee all the pureft tell of truth. 
About the glowing beauty of thy youth. 




r 
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JViking. 


1 (bed the light of eveiy lovely dream, 

And feeing thee in that^rpfle(Sl:ed beam, 

Beheld*tKee more than fair. 


Thou wert to me, th’ incarnate Beautiful, 
Befide which all the ftars of Heaven were dull \ 

1 

’ let thee high above all earthly ftrife ; ' 
into one dreani of thee I ilia'de my life. 

And waking, I d'cfpair. 




*A SHADOW, 


• • 

Jfc MEH" a ghofl- ufider the fummcr (ky, 

% That turned and mocked me as he pafl'ed me 

, I 

‘‘ Kyow you me not ? ” this pale, fad phantom faid 
“ I am the fliadow of ti^y good days dead, 

I'hou canft not fly from me.”* 

f 

t 

He too^ the /afhion of a face once dear. 

He {lole the voice I once fo loved to hear. 

He'called, me back to hopes and dreams long fled. 
Fair feenes of life ever vaniflied. 

And pitilefs was he. 

“ See, fee,” he cried, “ I take her by the hand. 
And lead thy loft love from the ftiadow-land; 




A Shadow. 
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I/i.ok well upon each'beauty and each grace. 
Dwell on the dear and kuig-rcmembered face,— 

For ever loft to*tKee. 

T'hcn go into Life’s thronged and buj'y^ways. 
And bury in thy hearuthe bygone days; 

^«ry the difeontents jhou canft conceal. 

But in their ftlence doft tiie deeper feel,- - 

Tihou canft not bury me. 

« 

“I am thyfelf,— linked to tl^' mortal'frame, 

I am thvYadden’d foul’s immortal flame; 

1 am thy ywuth, thy hopes* thy dreams,*thy Prfft, 

r 

O’erftiadowing thy life, vyhile life ftiall laft — 

My name is Pvlemory.”^ ^ 
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LIFE IS A CHILD 

t 

I 

A 

** 1 ife L a child, whicii ir.iift he rocked in a cradle till it falls afletp 

'* (.1 T/iiia 

\ 

lull the ihfant, Life, to fleep. 

Upon the brcaft of Time ; 

Hufh It to Humber foft an(^ deep, 

And foothe it with a ihyme. 

Oh, lit<-le Sleep ' Oh, tranfient Sleep ' 

So full of fevered dreams ; 

For (hades v(e ftrive, for (hadows weep. 
Where nought is what it feems. 


• But lull this weak child, Life, to reft. 
The little fleep will pafs. 



L.tJ'e is a Child. 


An<l, ere the dreamer’s hopes are bleft, 
T'he (ands fall tti/ough the glafs. 

I'he low funds fall —thft iaft fands fall- 
I'he fands too fwiftly run. 

And, ere we know we dream at all. 
Both dream and fleep are done 




TO A COQUETTE. 


j^ADY , in thy radiant eyes, 

A depth of deadly falfehood lies ; 
Lady*, from thy low replies 
Bitter memories arile 

4 

Thiit recall pair agonies,; 

, When I hung upon thy Aghs, 

Wh^i J deemed thee true as wife; 

E-ut Time's wings, as faft he flies. 

Sweep youth’s ftars from manhood's (kies 

I 

And I know thy faireft guife 
Only mafks thy cruelties. 
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THE LOST PLEIAD. 


/^H, tell me what madnels betrayed thee, 

Loft ftar of the beautiful feven ? 

* 

Still lovely, though ftn doth degrade thee, 

Poor outcaft from home u-lid from iHeavcn ’ 

Oh, haft thou no dream of thy cjiildhobd, 

No memory that fpeaks to thy breaft. 

No vifion of meadow or wild wood, 

That now were a haven of reft ? 

And even the love that allured thee, 

Can the mem’ry of that be no more ? 

Though the dark clouds of guilt have obfeured thee, 
f jleams no light from thy pure days of yore ? 



The Loji Pleiad. 




Oh, pitiful wandering goddefs, 

« 

Poor merchant of graces and wiles ' 
Dark, dr.rk the fad path thou haft trod is 
And mournVul the light of thy fmiles ’ 


As J watch thee, a vifion adfes, 

* " / 

* Of what thy p'aft days may have been ; 
Vitid, h>ft in a hoft of furmifes, 

I ) 

' .1 fee, as perchance fome have fecn 


r.hec, a habe at the loncgs of thy mother,- 

A child, amidft fummer flc'wers ftrayed- 
% 

A girl, pride of father and brother, 

* • 

In mnocent beauty arrayed. 


.So, why ftiould I, wandering goddefs, 

Pafs thee by with fuch Icorn in my breaft } 
It may be the cold churchyard fod is 
Sole haven thou knoweft of reft. 



The Loji Pleiad. 



'Fhen weep, ay, weep, wandering goddefs * 
Weep, loft one, tears may atone j 

j • 

Though bitter the ftrokc 6f the rod is,^ 

It falls not for vengeance aloin;. 


At that day when all wrongs fhall be righted, 

t 

' In that land where all fecrcts are known, 

11 

Even thou, now fo loft and benighted. 

The angels may claim as their own 

rt 


While there lhall be more jjoy in Heaven, 

I 

rhan over the pure ninety-nine, 
Reftored' of the beautiful feveiij 

When thou, midft thy fitters, {halt ihiae 




312 


AFfER 




. « 


THE AR MIS TICE. 

1859. 


00 the brief fummcr days have departed, 

Xhe fummer day’s warfare is done ; 

» % 

And the noble and leonine-hearted, 

I 

Rejoice in the battles they’ve won. 

There are'laurel#, light, fplendour, and* glory. 
In ihe gorgeous fir ft city of France ; 

For we’ve tea/'.en the heroes of ftory. 

As the rifle eclipfcs the lance. 

Let us throw up our caps in the funlight. 

Let us welcome the Prince we adore ; 

But let us remember there’s one li^ht. 

Our Emperor cannot reftore :— 



ff 


After the Armijlice. 


♦ « 

The light of young lives juft departed, 

The light of love*ldft in the grave ; 

.* • 

Paft joys to the now brokftn-hcarted. 
The light of the fouls of the hrave j 


rThe fair, only fon ^f the woman. 

The newly-betrothcdf o*^thV bride ; 

Hofts, who fell hand to hand \^ith the foemaiv 
Intermixed in deatf^s terrible tide. 


Few pictures there are vwthbut two lldes, 

• ^ * • 

The funftiine gives place to^he cloud ; 

And e’en glory’s brightnefs has new fide^ 
Unknown to the hearts of the*pif)ud. 


For the wail of the delblate woman. 

And Rachel’s loud cry of defpair. 

In the triumph we’ve won o’er the focman, 

• • 

Arife on the clear fummer air. 
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After the ArmijUcc, 


So the river rolls on to the ocean. 

So the fun towards the‘Weft ftill doth tend, 

r 

So grief, glory, joy,’ fcJrrow, devotion, 

Muft go on Ijde by fide to the end. 
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.'IMONi.; THE HTACINTHS. 


w K have left the world^oehiad — 

We have loft the beaten track. 
And the hum of the ^ity upon the wind 
We have only to guidi* us back? 

Oh * this is incl^^cd toTivc, , • 

f'o be free to dream and to dare, * 
When all that the buly world ^an^give. 
Is a murmur on the air. 

\ 

In the wood where the hyacinths grow ; 
And the earth is as blue as the fky, 

W'e wander to-day till the fun’finks low, 

• (§ 

And the roly fliadows die ; 
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Among the Hyacinths. 


Till the day, with its foul of flame, 

Till the beautiful day ftiall die; 

To return, but not to ffeturn the fame. 
With one cloud in the changing fky. 


So but once we may live thcfe hours. 

So recklefs, and radiant, and gay; 

Bu* once may gather thefe wild-wood flowers. 
That wither ere clofe of^ay. 


For the bright fpring mcments die. 

As the blolToms'perifli and fade ; 

And the carelefs jeft, and the low reply. 
Are paft with the light and lhade. 


And through life, ah ! never again 
Wdl the fame brief hour return. 
With alternate throb of joy and pain. 
In the hearts that beat and burn. 



Among the Hyacinths. 

p 

Oh, weary, and flat, and ftale. 

Is the life we thrctw away, 

1 he talents and powers uf no avail 
I o fhorten one fummcr’s d.'\y. 


^ But, who leaves the world behind, * 

To go from the bcaltcr^ tr .ck. 

Should hear low voices upon the wiml^. 
That fwectly call ’nim back : 

i 

That breathe from the jyild-wood flowers 
That cry in the murmuring ftream, 
i'his mortal and earnett life of ours. 
Was given us not to dream ; ^ 

s 

j 

“ 7'o queftion its depth and truth. 

Or to fear its darkening clofc : 

But to do great deeds in our golden youth 
And to fcorn the flave’s repofe : 



8 


Among the Hyacinths. 


“ To fcorn the Have, whg lies. 

And bafks in the fumnicr fun, 

Wfio leaves to lament him, when he dies, 
On the widc'world’s face, not one. 

I ' 

Then up from amongft tlie flowers, 

I 

The path is wide and free, 

• * 

‘And earth claims^of‘man his nobleft powers. 
To Conquer her mifery.” 
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